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PREFACE. 


WA Mrs. Cowley's comedy of The Belle's 
| Stratagem was firſt announced, it occurred 
to the author of the following drama, that it might 
be a parody on Farquhar's excellent comedy of 
The Beaux Stratagem; under that idea he went to 
ſee it performed: but, inſtead of a faint copy, 
found a vivid original. 

The ſuggeſtion of a parody on Farquhar had, 
however, ſo ſtrongly impreſſed his imagination, 
that he was compelled to yield to it by producing 
this; which, having been favourably received 
nearly twenty nights on the ſtage, now ventures 
forth diveſted of the charms of action. The 
Reader will, it is preſumed and hoped, in idea 
ſupply them ; or, it muſt remain a mere dead 
letter: ſeeing, with his © mind's eye,“ the vola- 
tile pleaſantry of Mr. Banniſter, Jun. or, agree- 
able freedom of Mr. Fawcett, in Frank Millelack; 
the genteel ruſticity of Mr. Barrymore, in *Squire 
Edvard; the ſkilful junction of bluntneſs and pa- 
thos by Mr. Aickin, in General Fairlove; the ab. 
ſolute perlonification of avarice and cupidity by 
Mr. Suett, in old Rackren! ; the becoming mo- 
deſty of Mr. Benſon, in 7he player; the natural 
humour of Mr. Wewitzer, and irreſiſtible vis co- 
mica of Mr. Parſons, in the clown Tymethy. 

To complete this mental viſion muſt be added, 
the faſcinating vivacity of Mrs. Gibbs, in Maria; 
the unaftected ſenſibility of Mrs. Powell, and in- 
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1 


tereſting ſimplicity of Mrs. Kemble, in Charlotte ; 
the inceſſant loquacity of Mrs. Hopkins, in Mrs. 
Millelac; and the unique, moſt perfect aſſump- 
tion of character, in dreſs, dialect, and demeanour, 
exhibited by Mrs. Harlowe, in the country-maw- 
kin Dorothy: all of whom, not forgetting thoſe 
unmentioned, are juſtly entitled to, and are here 
requeſted to receive, the author's warmeſt thanks 
for their ſeveral exertions to ſerve him. 

The favour of the Manager's highly-humorous 
Epilogue, as humorouſly delivered by Mr. Ban- 
niſter, Jun. merits, and receives particular ac- 
knowledgment. Mr. Barrymore's lively recita- 
tion of the Prologue proved him deſerying of a 
better one. | 

Should any hyper-critic aſſail the author for his 
diviſion of the play into four acts, Dr. Blair's 
Letures on Rhetoric and Belles Lettres muſt be his 
ſhield. * The diviſion of every play, into five acts, 


has no other foundation than common practice, 
and the authority of Horace. 


Neve minor, neu fit quanto productior actu 
Fabula. DR ARTE Pokr. 


It is a diviſion purely arbitrary. There is no- 
thing in the nature of the compoſition which fixes 
this number rather than any other; and it had been 
much better if no ſuch number had been aſcertain- 
ed, but every play had been allowed to divide it- 


ſelf into as many parts, or intervals, as the ſub- 
ject naturally pointed out.“ 


To 


To GEORGE COLMAN, Eg. 


Dx ar Sin, 


Is obtruding a Dedication upon you, 
however I may offend by the deed itſelf, I truſt 
I ſhall not by the contents; which are mere 
reverbations of the public voice. 


Tu world has long ſince ſtyled you, one 
of the firſt dramatic writers of the age; your 
convivial wit, all who have the happineſs to join 
the ſocial board with you are charmed with ; the 
politeneſs of your manners, and benevolence of 
your heart, thoſe who derive their ſubſiſtence from 
you unanimouſly acknowledge; your judgment as 
a critick, and candour as a friend, I may experi- 
mentally pronounce correct and unſullied. 
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To ſuch a Patron I am proud to inſcribe 
the following Drama ; for your attention to 
which, and the many other favours you have 


conferred on both myſelf and ſon, I ſhall ever 
remain, 


DEAR Sig, 


Your moſt grateful Servant, 


Francis Godolphin Waldron. 


Octaber t, 1794. 


PROLOGUE, 


PROLOGUE, 


BY THE AUTHOR. 


SPOKEN BY MR. BARRYMORE, 


Hzieno rox a Hvs2anD! the title's not bad— 
But the piece it precedes, is it merry, or ſad? 

That remains to be proved—meantime let's deſcant. 
'Tho? a ſaying ſo trite no explaining can want.— 

At boarding-ſchool, Miſs, having enter'd her tecns, 
Soon learns of her elders what ſoft Heigho! means z 
Or, at home with Mama, reading Novels ſo charming, 


Finds her tender Heigho! grow each day more alarming : 

E'en Mama, as Miſs reads, can't ſuppreſs the ſweet figh ; 

And, were Spouſy but dead, would again Heigho! cry. 

When mature, the young Lady, if nothing worſe chances, 

Proclaims Heigho! aloud ; and to Gretna Green prances : 

'The prudiſh coy Females who thirty attain, 

Cry Heigho for a Huſband ! at length, but in vain; 

For the Men ſay, no, no! and, the down off the peach, 

Reje& what before they ſtood tiptoe to reach. 

The Widow of Sixty, her ſeventh mate dead, 

Cries Heigho! for an Eighth, with one tooth in her head ; 
b 2 A colt's 
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(viii) 
A colt's tooth ſome call it, but I am afraid 
The owner's more properly *titled a jade ! 
All ranks it pervades too, as well as all ages; 
Heigho for a Huſband! the Peereſs engages : 
With four pearls on her coronet in her own right, 
The Baroneſs ſighs for five pearls day and night; 
O, were ſhe a Counteſs, how happy her ſtate: 
She marrics an Earl, and is wretchedly great! 
Should an eye to the pocket pollute our ſoft ſcenes, 
The Author from nature to paint only means: 
From nature alone? No! he owns, and with pride, 
That Nature and Farquhar him equally guide? 
It, therefore, you track him in ſomething well known, 
Should he copy with taſte, and his prototype own, 
No plagiariſt deem him, but favour the loan. 


EPILOGUE, 


EPILOGUE, 


; BY G. COLMAN, JUN. ESg. 


SPOKEN BY MR. BANNISTER, JUN. 


Tuxxx are ſome huſbands here, as I conjecture, 
Who, before now, have heard a curtain lecture 
Our curtain drawn, no lecture can be apter 

Than one upon the matrimonal chapter. 

I'll give you mine in brief—and let you know, 

Why ſpinſters for a Huſband cry Heigho! 

Why men run mad for wives *till they have got *em, 
I'll ſearch you all, depend. on't, to the bottom.— 
How ſweetly glide the hours with man and wife! 
Firſt, for a trading pair, in lower life. — 

When frugal Mrs. Munns, on foggy nights, 

One fat and cheerleſs tallow-candle lights, 

When Spouſe and ſhe experience, o'cr it's gloom, 
The ſtifling tranſports of the ſmall back-room, 

While Dick minds ſhop—all topicks as they handle, 
He ſmokes—while Dearee darns, and ſnuffs the candle, 
& Lauk! vat a froſty night”—cries ſhe—** I loves 

© A froit—ve ſells ſo many fur-ſkin gloves.— 
For my part,“ then ſhe darns—** I thinks the tax 
* On gloves vas made to break poor people's backs 
& I thinks that ve vere tax'd before enough; 

% Vaunt ve?” — Munn's gives a nod—then gives a puff: 
« Vell, Chriſtmas vill be here, and then you know, 
« Our Jacky comes from ſchool from Proſpect- row. 
% Ve'll take him to the Children in the Vood, 

& Vere Banniſter they ſay's ſo monſtrous good. 

“ Shan't ve, my lovee ?—that ve vill, adod!“ 
Munns gives another puff—but gives no nod, 
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1 Lauk, you're ſo glum—you never ſpeaks, you don't= 
« Vy von't you talk a bit? “ Becauſe I won't.“ 

. „% You vont?“ © I won't” —* Vy, then, the divil fitch 

| & Such brutes as you! A brute! a brute you-hum . 
1 Quit we che vulgar Spouſe, whoſe vulgar mind 

9 Bids him be groſs, becauſe he can't be kind, 

And ſeek the Toniſh pair, confign'd by fate 

To live in all the elegance of hate; 

Whoſe lips a coarſe expreſſion ne'er defiles, 

Who cut with coolneſs, and torment in ſmiles, 

Who prove (no rule of etiquette exceeding) 

Moſt perfect loathing, with moſt perfect breeding. 
When chance, for once, forbids my Lord to roam, 
And ties him, tete-I-tete, to dine at home, 

The cloth remov'd, then comes ennui, and hyp, 

The wine, his tooth-pick—and her Ladyſhip! _ 

« Pray, Ma'am' and then he yawns—“ may I require 
| « When you came home ?*%—and then he ſtirs the fire 
, 1 T mean laſt night!“ ! Laſt night Das I'm alive 

i & T ſcarce remember—O, to-day at five, 

% And you ?*”—** Faith, I forget Hours are beneath 
&« My notice, Madam*—then he picks his teeth. 

& And pray, my Lord, to-morrow, where d'ye dine?" 
“% Faith, I can't tell,” —and then he takes his wine, 
Thus high and low your Lecturer explores, 

One higher ſtep remains—and there he ſoars ; 

O! would you turn where Hymen's flame divine 

In pureſt ray, and brighteſt colours ſhine, | 
Look on the Throne—For Hymen there is proud, 

And waves his torch in triumph o'er the croud ; 

There Majeſty in mildneſs ſits above, 

And gives freſh luſtre to connubial love 
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DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


GENERAL Farxiove, Mr. Aickin. 
JusTice RAckkENT, Mr. Suett. 
*SQUVIRE EpwaRrD, Mr. Barrymore, 
| hay Banniſter, Jun. 

FaANK, 

Mr. Fawcett, 

Mr. Wewitzer. 
Tres Mr, Parſons. 
PLAxER, Mr. Benſon, 
WILLIAM, Mr. Waldron, Jun. 

Mrs, Powell, 
RACHEL, _ {| Mrs, Kemble, 

Maria, | Mrs. Gibbs. 

Mxs. M1LLCLACK, Mrs. Hopkins. 
DoroTaY, Mrs. Harlowe, 
CHAMBERMAID, Miſs Tidſwell, 


SCENE.——A Country Town. 


Timz—An Afternoon. 
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HEIGHO FOR A HUSBAND ! 


A COMEDY. 


FT © I OT 


SCENE I. 
The Hall of an handſome Inn. 


Mrs. M1L LC LACK, the Landlady, in the Bar ringing. 


Mrs. MiLLCLACK. 
OHN! oftler! William! odd's my life, a poſt- 
Chaiſe and four at the door, and no body to 
ſhew the company in! Where are you all 
Why, Franky, my dear! where is this ſon of 
mine ? 
Enter FRANK. 


FRANK. Here am I, mother; what's the 
matter ? 
Mrs. Milt. The matter, child? - Why, there's 


company come in a poſt-chaiſe and four, and 
nobody to wait on them in !—Where are all the 
ſervants ! | 

FRANK. They are only playing at bowls on the 
green; ring for them, mother, if you pleaſe, and 
I will wait on the company in the mean time. [Exil. 

Mrs. M1LL. (ringing.) Why, William! oſtler! 

where are you all? 


B Enter 
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Enter W1LLiam and others. 


WIII. Here, Ma'am! here! here! 

Mrs. Mili. Here, Ma'am! here! here! 
minding nothing but play, I warrant you—com- 
pany at the door, and no waiters to ſhew them in; 
fine goings on, indeed! 

WXII. We are all ready, Ma'am—We were 
only juſt— 

Mrs. Milt. Well, well! don't ſtand chatter- 
ing there; you know I don't like talkative peo- 
ple; all to your poſts and duties. 

[ Re-enter FRANK, a band-box in his hand, 
ſhewing in CHARLOTTE and MARIA. 

CAR. Where's the landlord, young man? 

Frank. There is none, Madam; my mother, 
Mrs, Millclack, keeps the houſe, and I have the 
honour to attend the company who frequent it. 

Mak1a (a/ide.) A pretty ſpoken young fellow. 

CAR. Is that your mother in the bar? 

Frank. Yes, Madam. | 

Cnar. Pleaſe to ſhew us into a room— ſee that 
our trunks are taken care of—and beg the favour 
of your mother to come to us. 

FRANK. William, take this band-box, and ſhew 
the ladies into the garden-parlour. 

WILL. This way, if you pleaſe, ladies. 

Mrs. M1LL. ( from the bar.) Welcome, ladies! 
kindly welcome, ladies! 

[ Exeunt CHARLOTTE, MARIA, and WILLIAM. 

FRANK. Mother, you are wanted in the garden- 
parlour; the ladies deſire to ſpeak with you; 
here, oftler!— | [ Extt. 

Mrs. MILL. Speak with me?—lud ha' mercy ! 
they ſeem to be people of quality, and I have not 
had my hair dreſt ſince Sunday—Betty ! bring 
down ſome hair pins, and ſome powder—lud ha” 


mercy that I ſhould be taken ſo at unawares! 
[ Exit. 
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SCENE II. 
A Parlour, looking-into a Garden. 


Enter CHARLIOT TE, MARIA, and WILLIAM. 


CHar. Set down the band-box, and ſend your 
miſtreſs to us, if you pleaſe, directly. 

W1rLL. I will, Madam. [ Exit, 

CHar. And now, my dear Maria, welcome 
here, and ſucceſs to you 

MARIA. The ſame to you, my ſweet Charlotte! 
and may the ſcheme prove as fortunate to us, 
as to our feign'd predeceſſors in ſtratagem, rattle- 
cap Archer, and his friend, Aimwell. 

Cu AR. But ſtill, Maria, I cannot reconcile my- 
ſelf to your being the maid, and I the miſtreſs ;— 
let us change characters. : 

MARIA. By no means; you, Charlotte, were 
born a gentlewoman ; I am, at beſt, but a rich 
man's daughter.—For this town it muſt be ſo.— 
If we fail here, and you then deſire it, I'll © aſcend 
the throne of rule,“ at the next town we remove to. 

CHAR. But ſhould we expend the little money 
we have, and not ſucceed at all ? 

MARIA. Why then, we'll caſt away care, put 
on coarſe linen gowns, and ſtuff ſhoes; enroll our- 
ſelves at a regiſter-office; get good places; I'll 
wed the butler, you the valet; and, perhaps, be 
as happy as if we had married a knight and a lord. 

Crar. Ah, Maria! your ſpirits are much fitter 
for this undertaking than mine; you ſeem to have 
forgot that your unfeeling father turn'd you out of 
doors, becauſe you would not marry an old and 
deſpicable wretch! but I cannot forget that my 
dear parent, General Fairlove, and his gallantly- 
acquired wealth, were ſo lately loſt in his paſſage 
home from India! 
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Maria. Recover yourſelf, my dear Lady! for 
ſo I ſhall hencetorth call you—and put on a gayer 
look ; I hear ſomebody coming. 


Enter Mrs. MILLCLACK. 


Mrs. Milt. I beg ten thouſand pardons, your 
La'yſhips! I was rather in diſhabille when you 
ſent for me; but I made all the haſte in the world 
to wait upon your La'yſhips! would your La'y- 
ſhips pleaſe to ſee our garden ?—it is a perfect 
paradiſe, as a body may ſay—or would you chuſe 
to ſee your chambers, if your La'yſhips intend 
to ſleep here ?—our beds are as ſoft as down, 
your La'yſhips; nay, they ar; down: and 

Max1a. I beg pardon, for interrupting you, 


Ma'am; but my Lady is very ſubject to the head- 


ach; and noching brings it on ſooner than loud 
and taſt talking. 

Mrs. Mii. (ſurveying MARIA.) O, only a 
ſervanc! Very well, young woman !— ( A/ide.) I 
beg a million of pardons, your La'yſhip! would 
your La'yſhip pleaſe to have ſome ſal volatile, or 
ſome hartſhorn, or ſome eau de luce? they are all 
migaty good for the head-ach. 

CuARx. I have no need of either at preſent, I 
thank you, Ma'am; I troubled you only to alk a 
few queſtions about your town, and neighbour - 
hood. — But, firſt, I believe it will be prudent to 
ſpeak about dinner; for we have travell'd forty 
miles ſince breakfaſt. 

Mrs. Mir. Your La'yſhip's perfectly in the 
right; the air does create an appetite, to be ſure; 
—would you pleaſe to have a green gooſe, or 
duck and peaſe ? ſome broil'd chicken and muſh- 
rooms ?—or a— 35 | 

Cu AR. I am not very fond of geeſe. 

MARIA. And I never eat muſhrooms for fear 
of being poiſon'd. 6 „ 


CHAR 
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CAR. Child! ſervants-are never permitted to 
give their opinion in ſuch caſes. 

Mrs. MILLI. O' my conſcience, if they were, 
your La'yihip, inn-keepers would have a tedious 
time on't! 

Cu AR. She was never in ſervice before I took 
her, poor thing! and, as I make her my compa- 
nion when we are alone, it's no wonder if ſhe for- 
gets herſelf ſometimes when any body elſe is by. 

Mrs. Miu. Then your La'yihip ſhould ſnub 
her for it; I ſnub all my ſervants, your La'yſhip, 
when they are talkative: I can't abide talkative 
people. | 

Maxk1a (a/ide.) Nor I; unleſs, like our land- 
lady, it is mylelt. 

Cu Ax. But, for our dinner, pleaſe to ſend in 
any thing molt convenient; and, while 'tis dreſſ- 
ing, be ſo good to favour me a little with your 
company. | 

Mrs. Miu. Your La'yihip does me too much 
honour. (rings.) Here, William! 


Enter WILLIAM. 

WirI. Ma'am! 

Mrs. Mi... Tell the cook to put down a couple 
of nice chicken directly; bid the gard'ner cut 
ſome fine ſparrow-graſs; do you take the net, 
run to the moat for ſome fiſh; and get every 
thing ready as ſoon as poſſible. | 

WII. I will, Ma'am. [ Exit. 
Mrs. MILL. And now, I am entirely at your 
La'yſhip's ſervice. . 

Crar. I will firſt trouble you, Ma'am, with the 
care of my pocket book; there are ſome bank-notes 
in it; tho* not of much conſequence, yet to a 
greater amount than I ſhould care to loſe; and, 
as I ſhall ſtay here *till the return of the poſt from 
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London, it will be ſafer, perhaps, in your keep. 
ing than mine. 

Mrs. MILL. It will be as ſafe as in the bank, 
your La'yfhip. 

Cu AR. And now, Ma'am, for a little chit-char. 
Pray, what ſort of a town is this? are the ladies very 
handſome, the gentlemen very gallant ? have you 
elegant aſſemblies, a crowded theatre, and plea- 
fant public walks ?—are the gentry ſo polite and 
converſable as to make one wiſh to paſs a ſum- 
mer with them ?—or, does your beau-monde 
confiſt of card-players, ſcandal-mongers, and de- 
tractors ; fit only to herd together, without ever 
being relieved from their ſpleen by the accidental 
intervention of an agreeable Londoner. 

Mrs. Mili, Why, your La'yſhip, as to our 
town, it is but an old cathedral-kind of place; 
and, for the ladies, I don't think there's ſo hand- 
ſome a one in it as yourſelf. 

CuAR. O, Ma'am! 

Mrs. MILL. As to the gentlemen, if they'd ufe 
my houſe a little more; and, when they do come, 
call for claret inſtead of port, I ſhould notlike them 
the worſe for it: but, we have a noble aſſembly-room, 
at the gable- end of our ſtables; it's alter'd into a 
playhouſe, at preſent, for the actors that come 
here every ſummer: then, to be ſure, we have 
charming pleaſant walks, and | 

MARIA, (untying the 6a1d-hox behind.) But, pray, 
are there no noblemen, who live hereabouts? 

Cu Ak. Bleſs me, child! you are ſtrangely fa- 
miliar! I believe you forget that you are a ſer- 
vant. 

Mrs. MILI. A very forward ſort of body, in- 
deed, your La'yſhip ! 

Cuar. Not but the girl has hit upon the very 

| queſtion 
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queſtion I was going to aſk, myſelf. Are there 


many titles, pray, in the neighbourhood ? 
Mrs. MIL I. Not many, your La'yſhip, tho” there's 
plenty of ' ſquires, knights, and barrow-knights; hut, 


the richeſt he in the county, let the others be what 


they will, *ſquire, knight, or lord, is a miſerly 
juſtice of peace, hard by; old *Squire Rackrent ; 
—ſuch a ſkinflint; and, yet, he has a ſon, the 
fineſt young gentleman! who is as good as he is 
handſome! has no more pride than a ploughman! 
takes my ſon, Frank, a-hunting with him: to be 
ſure, my huſband, reſt his aſhes! was a decay'd 
gentleman; and, fo, Frank's a gentleman born ;— 
as for what I am worth—and he's my only child 
but, that's neither here nor there—lI was talk- 
ing of Squire Edward, fon to old Splitfarthing. 

Cnar. Is the young gentleman married? 

Mrs. MILL. No, bleſs your La'yſhip! nor like 
to be; for, there's not a woman, in, or about the 
town, gentle or ſimple, he has ever ſhewn the leaſt 
inclination to— | 

CAR. How old is he, pray? 

Mrs. Milt. Juſt one-and-twenty, within a 
week or two; — but, I beg your La'yſhip's par- 
don !] muſt ſee that your dinner is getting ready, 
and every thing in order; for, tho” I ſhould be 
proud to have the honour of entertaining your 
La'yſhip all day, yet a body muſt look after buſi- 
neſs, you know, my Lady; your La'yſhip's moſt 
obſequious dinner ſhall be ready in a trice— 
your La'yſhip's moſt indefatigable! Exit. 

MARIA. O, my poor tongue! how weary art 
thou of lying ſtill! I am heartily glad ſhe's gone; 
for, I was as tired of her clack, as of my own 
filence. 

Cuar. She reminds me, Maria, of © old Will 
Boniface, as the ſaying is;** and, the miſer's on, 
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ſhe has been deſcribing, ſuggeſts ideas ſimilar to 
thoſe conceived by Aimwell, when he firſt heard of 
his Dorinda. 

Maria. And, which is ſtill more whimfical, 
there ſeems to be the counterpart of © daughter 
Cherry, as the ſaying is,“ in the young fellow, 
Frank, who ſhew'd us in. 

The youth, who, with a pair of ſparkling eyes, 

With roſeate cheek, and limbs of active mould, 

Can fire the gueſt in handing from. the chaiſe! 

CuAR. Hey day, Maria, this is making ſhort 
work of it indeed but huſh! 


Enter CHAMBERMAILD. 


Map. My miſtreſs bid me aſk your Ladyſhip, 
if you would pleaſe to ſee your chamber? 

CuAR. If you pleaſe. Come, Maria, and bring 
the band- box with you. 


Exeun CHAR. and Malo. 


MARITA. Directly, my Lady! (takes up the box.) 
Yes, ſhe'll have this young heir, I know ſhe will; 
and who ſhall poor Maria have? — Heigho for a 
huſband ! [ Going. 


Enter FRANK, 


| Fraxsx. Say you fo? egad, you deſerve one; 
if you're as honeſt as handſome! (taps her on the 


ſhoulder.) Stop, my ſweet Abigail! for ſuch they 


tell me you are, or I ſhould not preſume to accoſt 
you ſo freely; but, *tis a rule with me, always to 
make a tender of any civilities in my power, to 
all the ladies? maids who put up at our inn: tho', 
faith, I hardly know how to believe you are one; 
I ſhould ſooner have taken your miſtreſs for the 
maid: and, upon my ſoul, I had rather take the 
maid for my miſtreſs! 
MARIA. Upon my word, that's very ſmartly 
ſaid! and, I dare ſay, you think there's wit in't. 
FRANK. 
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Frank. That I know little about—but I'll 
anſwer for the truth of it; for, were I Grand 
Seignior, may the Turks be all ſhaved, and the 
Chriſtians wear whiſkers, if you ſhou'd not be 
my favourite Sultana! 

MARIA. If that were the caſe, I ſhould often be 
obliged to order ſome of the janiffaries to baſti- 
nado their Grand Seignior, for his impertinence. 

Frank. That would be unneceſſary; for, if 
ever I offended you, you need only frown on me, 
and I ſhould be much more ſeverely puniſh'd. 


Maria. That's prettily ſaid! (a/ide.) Pray, 


young man, are you waiter here? 

Frank. Pray, young woman, why do you aſk? 
don't you perceive it? am I not waiting now on 
you? attending your commands ? requeſting to 
know whether I am to live or die? 

Maria. Concerted! Pray, Sir, how am I to 
be inſtrumental either way? 

Frank. By ſaying which I ſhall do; you are 
both my gudge and jury—I am arraign'd for lov- 
ing you, tried, found guilty death and, nothing 
remains bur execution, unleſs you extend mercy, 
and grant a reprieve. 

Maria. Well, upon my life, you talk ſmartly 
enough; and, I am almoſt at a loſs how to reply. 

Fraxx. Then don't reply at all; let me pre- 
vent you; no method for removing the embar- 
raſſment of ſhame-faced lovers, who don't know 
what to ſay, like this. [ Kiſſes her. 


Enter WILILIIAM. 


W1LL. (littering.) Ma'am, dinner is ſerv'd, and 


he lady deſires to ſee you. [ Exit laughing. 
MARIA. Why, you impudent devil! 
FRAN ER. You beautiful angel! { Kifes ber. 


IARIA. You, you, Walter. 
C FRANK 
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FRANEk. You, you, lady's maid. [ Kiſſes her. 
( Bar-bell rings, and Mrs. M1LLCLACK calls, without.) 

Frank! Frank! 

FRANK. Coming !—one kiſs more. | Kiſſes ber. 

Maria. For ſhame! don't you hear the bell 


ring, and your mother call ? [ Bell again. 
Frank. Coming!—one more. [ Kiſſes her. 
Mar1a. You wicked devil! never dare to ſpeak 
to me again as long as you live! [ Exit. 


Frank. You bewitching little devil too! for 
you have ſet me all on fire! (Bell again.) Coming! 
coming! | [ Exit. 


End of Af the Firſt. 
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SCENE I. 
Old RAcKRENT's Houſe. 


Enter EDwaAaRD and FRANK. 


EDwaARD. f ER do you ſay, Frank? 


Frank. Ay, Squire Edward; and a brace of 
the fineſt girls that ever were kiſs'd, if I may be 


allow'd a good taſter—tho?, faith, to tell truth, I 


ſpeak of one only by gueſs : but, t'other little 
rogue I ſmack'd, and ſmack'd again. 

EDwWw. Pho! a couple of traders only; on 
their way to a horſe-race, or ſome ſuch market for 
the wares they deal in. | | 

FRANK 
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FRANK. Why, faith, the one I made free with, 
does, in ſome ſort, anſwer your idea; but, the 
other appears to be what it is very difficult to aſ- 
ſume, the woman of faſhion; eaſy without fami- 
liarity, elegant without affectation, and beautiful 
without paint! 

Epw. You are a lively rogue, Frank; but, take 
my word for it, they are no better than I have ſaid; 
let's talk no more of them.—What ſhall we do 
this evening? I am rather in a penſive mood; let's 
angle an hour or two.— I'll take honeſt Izaac 
Walton in my pocket; then there will be three of 


us—for, compliment apart — though your com- 


pany is extremely pleaſant and agreeable, Frank, 
I ſometimes wiſh for more variety; but, my 
churliſh father denies me any other. — Strange! 
that a man of his fortune ſhould ſo mope and im- 
mure himſelf and ſon! 

Frank. It is indeed, maſter Edward. 

Eow. I'll not go out at all, this evening—I am 
melancholy, Frank! I'll finiſh reading Hamm ond's 


tender elegies, or play ſome of the divine pieces 


of Corelli. 


FRANK. Why, you are melancholy.— l have per- 
ceived it growing on you ſome time H- and, you 
don't go the way to be otherwiſe; for, except a 
little hunting, you do nothing to exhilarate: nor, 
has even the chaſe that effect upon you; for, tho? 
you follow it as exerciſe, when others are halloo- 
ing, you are always /ad at the death. Now, one of 
the girls, I told you of, would make you quite 
another creature! if they are merely what you ſup- 


poſe, half an hour's flirtation would at leait amuſe 
you. 


Epw. You know, Frank, I never delighted in 


ſuch company. 
FRANK. But, Squire, ſhould ſhe, who appears a 
C 2 woman 
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woman of faſhion, really prove ſo; a ſuitable match, 
and agirl toyour mind? let me tell you, an elegant 
young wife, a town-houſe, and the pleaſures of 
London, would ſoon. make you as different from 
what you are now, as a cloudy pipe of wine, when 
firſt imported, is to a clear bumper of the ſame, 
fill'd to the health of ſome beautiful laſs. 

Epw. Well, Frank, I think I'll take your ad- 
vice; but, I ſhould like to know who and what 
they are, if poſſible, before 

| [Old RacEKRENT coughs without. 
Huſh! here's my father. 

FRANK. Ay, here comes the old cock, ſure 
enough! and in the ſame feather !—Will he never 
moult, I wonder!—What a covering is there for 
the worſhipful- Juſtice Rackrent ! | 


Enter Old RAckRENT and DoRoTHY. 


Rack. Don't tell me, huſſey !—new wriſtbands 
and collars ?—why, I have not worn thoſe ſhirts 
above nine years; how can they want mending al- 
ready! 

Dor. And taylor ſay it be a moral unpoſlibte 
to darn elbows o' coat you ſent un this morn, no- 
more; a' ſays as how, your worſhip had better ha” 
a new one. | 

Rack. The taylor's a knave, and you're a fool 
if he can't darn it, let him patch it; it's only to 
wear in my own grounds, not to go to court in! 
Oh, Edward, are you there !—I had forgot—it will 
ſerve .him, and ſave me any more expence, as 
he's ſo near of age! (Aſide.) You are fond of 
hunting, Edward, and, as I begrudge you no 
reaſonable diverſion — that coſts me nothing ! 
( Aide.) I permit it, but I obſerv'd t'other day, 
that the coat you ride in is too good for the 
purpoſe.—There's a coat of mine at the le 

Wit 
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with only juſt the nap worn off, will make you an 
excellent hunting-frock ; and you may. put the 
other by for 2 

ED w. Sir, I am greatly obliged to you, but 
the clothes I have will ſerve me very will till I 
am of age; when my late uncle's liberality will 
prevent. my being any longer troubleſome to you. 

Rack. Ah! you had need to have your uncle's 
eſtate, Edward, for you take after him exactly. I 
remember, in particular, your uncle was very fond 
of fſinery. Upon my going once to ſee him in Lon- 
don, he ſaid he wonder'd that I would appear in 
fo ſhabby a ſuit of clothes Lord, brother, ſays 
I, what fignifies how I am dreſt? nobody. knows 
me here !—and, on his viſiting me ſoon after in the 
country, he expreſs'd the like ſurpriſe at my bei 
(as he phraſed it) ſo meanly apparell'd! but I re- 
plied partly as before ;—what ſignifies how I am 
dreſt?—every body knows me here ft—ſo, Edward, 
between every body and nobody, I make any coat 
ſerve, and keep my money in my pocket. 

Frank. An admirable reply, indeed, Sir !— 
how I admire your Worſhip's wifdom and 
exconomy | 

Rack. What, Francis! are you here too? I am 
glad to ſee — prefer you for a companion to my 
ſon before all the coxcombs in the county; he can 
keep company with him at a ſmall expence! 
(4/ide ) D'ye hear, Francis? I love to encourage 
people in trade, that are induſtrious, and pay 
their landlord punctually, as your mother does 
me; ſend me a pint of raiſin- wine, as foon as you 
go home. T'Il pay for it—that is I'll deduct it 
out of the next quarter's rent !—And now to gage 
the barrel, to fee what my mowers have drunk to- 
day ; for, if I don't look ſharp after them, I ſhall 
be ruin'd in the ſingle article of ſmall-beer ! [Exil. 

FRANK, 
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Frank. What a muckworm! 

'Evpw. *Tis too true, Frank ;—but ſtill he is 
my father ! 

Dor. Lord, your honour, I hardly knows how 
to think it; for, he be no more like you nor a 
cuckoo's like a nightingale; and I be ſure you be 
no more like he, nor a pleaſant May be like to a 
hard January ! [ Exit. 

Frank. A notable diſcovery, dame Dorothy has 
made!—but to return to our ſubject, Squire, —as 
you wiſh to know more of the laſſes at our Inn, be- 
fore you introduce yourſelf to them ; one being only 


ſutvante to the other, ſuppole you were to bid Do- 


rothy invite my little Hebe to drink tca with her ; 
no unprecedented thing, I aſſure you—gtve 
Doll a hint to pump her about her miſtreſs; and 
I'll bet a hogſhead of claret to your father's pint 
of raiſin-wine, you'll know her whole hiſtory pre- 
ſently. | 

Epw. I don't diſlike the idea: Dorothy !—T'll 
only juſt bid her invite the girl before you, and ex- 
plain myſelf farther to her afterwards.—Dorothy ! 


Enter DoroTny. 


Dor. Did your honour pleaſe to call? 

Epw. Yes, Dorothy; my friend, Frank, has been 
relling me, that there is a lady of faſhion, and a 
genteel young woman, her companion, juſt arriv'd 
from London, at his houſe; who mean to ſtay two 
or three days; now, as we live ſo far from the 
metropolis, and my father keeps no company, I 
think, Dorothy, you ſhould avail yourſelf of ſuch 
a circumſtance; and get Mrs. Millclack to pre- 
ſent your compliments to the Lady's attendant, 
and, if the has leiſure, requeſt the favour of her 
company to drink tea with you this afternoon; by 
which means you'll learn the London modes, and 


the 
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the Ton, as they call it: and by making a proper 
uſe of this and other ſuch opportunities, in caſe 
of my father's death, or my marriage, . qualify 
yourſelf for a better ſituation in more faſhionable 
families. | 

Dok. Certain ſure, your honour, I ſhou'd like 
to larn the tone perdigiouſly | but one ha' gotten 
ſo few oppertunities here.— 

Epw. Therefore, I ſay, embrace the preſent 
one; there is money, Dorothy; get ſome fine tea 
and ſugar, for the Londoners are rather nice, and 
ſome ratafia, or any think you thing proper; and 
make the lady's lady welcome. 

Dor. That I will, your honour! thank your 
honour! you be ſo good! but I always ſaid as how 
your father and you warn't ſame fleſh and blood ! 
dear heart, how pure this be! now I ſhall larn 
the tone !—Oh Lord !—Oh Lord! [ Exit. 

FRANK. Bravo, Squire Edward! but this is 
only to hear about the lady—I have juſt thought 
how you may probably /e her too; accidentally, 
as it were; and judge for yourſelf. 

Epw. How? where?—egad, Frank, I begin, 
I don't know why, to grow anxious about her. 

Frank. Why, this is play-night at our aſſem- 
by-room theatre; the manager, and ſome of the 
actors, are now taking their afternoon-glaſs at our 
houſe; I'll immediutely join the Theſpians, and 
perſuade them to ſolicit the lady to take places for 
this evening; if ſhe does, you can then 

EDw. Say no more, Frank, I conceive you en- 
tirely ; and the moment ſhe has, do you ſecure me 
a ſeat next her's—about it directly : and, in the 
mean time I'll inſtruct Dorothy. 

FRANk. I'll not loſe a moment: for. I long, 
Squire, to ſee you faſt lock'd in Cupid's clutches! 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
A Dining Room at the Inn. ; 


CuARLOTTE and MARIA diſcovered, as having din- 
ed. Mine and Fruit before them. 


MARIA. Well, my dear, how do you find your- 

ſelf by this time, are you tired of the frolic, and 
inclined to return to London; or, as we have ruſh'd 
into the middle of the ſtream at once, ſhall we 
boldly proceed? ſince, to return is worſe, I fear, 
than going on. 

CuAR. Why, my dear Maria! I have very little 
inclination to return; for, to continue the meta- 
phor, we might not regain footing on the ſhore 
we have left; and yet, without rudder or compaſs, 
how, or which way. to ſteer, I am utterly igno- 
rant. 

MaRIA. In the firſt place, what will you call 
yourſelf; the counteſs of Quinze, marchioneſs 
Matadore, or ducheſs of Diamonds? ha! ha! ha! 

CAR. O, neither! for, as the talkative fool, 
who arrogates ſuperior underſtanding, is gener- 
ally found as much below what he pretends to 
be, as, if filent, he might have been thought above 
what he really is; ſo, the more we aſſume, the ea- 
fer and more likely will be our detection; let us, 
therefore, only paſs for a young lady, whoſe for- 
tune is in her own hands, and her attendant; on their 
Journey to—no matter where—and it will then be 
impoſſible we ſhould be proved impoſtors. 

MARIA. But, what ſhall our names be? 

Cnar. E'en what they really are; they are not 
known here, and will ſerve us quite as well as fic- 
titious ones. (a tapping is heard at the door.) Come 
in, pray. 


Euler 
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Enter FRANK. 


Fxaxx. I beg pardon, Madam, for this intru- 
fion ; but, there is a gentleman without, who, ha- 
ving a favour to requeſt, begs to be permitted to 
ſpeak with you. 

CAR. What can this mean, Maria? [ Aſide. 

MARIA. I'll be whipt if I can gueſs; but, there 
can be no harm in knowing.—How demure the 
impudent rogue looks! | Aſide. 

Crar. Well, Sir, being a female of fortune and 
character, I confide in your prudence, as ſon to 
the miſtreſs of the houſe, not to introduce any 
improper perſon ;—pray, ſhew the gentleman in; 
and, be ſo good as to ſtay in the room while he is 
here. 

FrANnK. Pleaſe to walk in, Sir. 


Enter a PLAYER. 


FRANK. This, Madam, is the gentleman I men- 
tion'd theſe, Sir, are the ladies you deſired to 
be introduced to. 

PLAYER. Ladies, your molt obedient!—I have 
the honour to wait on you from the company of 
comedians here, to ſolicit the favourof your prefence 
this evening at our theatre. [ Preſents a play-bill. 

CHaR. (looking it over.) Pray, Sir, (o Frank) have 
you a good company of come dians here? | 

Frank. I think we have, Madam; and this 
gentleman in particular, who has quitted (perhaps 
imprudently) one of the liberal profeſſions for that 
of a player, is allowed to be a very excellent actor. 

PLAVER. I ſhould bluſh, Sir, at what you are 
pleaſed to ſay of me; but that, as an alloy to your 
unmerited compliment, you advert to the lib ra! 
profeſſion 1 quitted; that it is highly reſpectable, the 
epithet beſtowed on it is a proof; but, conſidered 

D candidly, 
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candidly, what profeſſion is more liberal than that 
of © the well-trod ſtage !” 


« If Jonſon's learned Suck be on, 
Or ſeeceteſt Shakeſpear, PFancy's child, 
6% Warble bis naltve wood-notes wild.“ 


For, J am bold to ſay, that, to be an intelligent, 
een and affecting actor, a man muſt poſ- 
ſeſs more natural and acquired endowments, than 
are requiſite to any one profeſſion beſides.— But, I 
beg pardon, ladies, for this freedom. 

Cn ax. Pray, Sir, make no apology ; for, indeed, 
ſo far as I can preſume to judge, I am entire- 
ly of your opinion; and am ſo prepoſſeſs'd, in fa- 
vour of the ſtage by what you have ſaid, that T 
ſhall certainly have the pleaſure of ſeeing the per- 
formance this evening. Do me the favour, there- 
fore, Sir, to ſecure good places for myſelf and this 
young gentlewoman. 

Player, Immediately, Madam!—and, I truſt 
that you will have the goodneſs to overlook any 
deficiency of accommodation or ſplendour in our 
temporary theatre; wherein our chief recommenda- 
tion muſt be an ardent with to pleaic. " 

Ciran., Are you the manager of the company, 
Sir? | 

PLAYER. A performer only, Madam; the ho- 
nour 1 now have in waiting on you, more properly 
belongs to the manager himfelf; but, he generally 
deputes me, pretending that he is ſhame-faced: 


frontery, as to be alnamed of few things, except* 
dithonelty, impiety, cowardice, and inhumanity! 
FAN R. And he, who can plead not guilty to 
thoſe indictments, may big defiance to almoſt eve- 
ry other accuſation. 
'Cuar. I cannot but wonder, Sir, to find a per- 
ſon 


and ] freely confeſs myſelf potleſs'd of ſo much ef- 
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for of your imputed merit, buried in the obſcurity 
of a provincial theatre;—would not London be the 
more proper ſphere for the diſplay of your talents? 

PLAYER. Perhaps not, Madam; the triflng ta- 
lents I poſſeſs, which appear with ſome degree of. 
luſtre among my brethren of the ſock and buſkin in 
the country, might in the metropolis be entirely 
dimm'd by ſtars of greater magnitude; nor can 
every actor, however meritorious, be received 
there.— 


« Fill many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 

% The dark unfalbom'd caves of ocean bear ; 
« Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
ce ind waſle 2 


But, I fear I intrude ; — ladies, your moſt obe- 
dient! 1 will have the honour to ſecure your places 
immcdiately.—Your moſt obedient ! [ Exit. 

Cnar. Upon my word, a very genteel, agree- 
able young man! 

Frank, Yes, Madam; and as worthy as he is 
agreeable.—He has a wife, too, the counterpart 
of himſelf, both in manners and merit; who has 
very recently made him a father. | 

Cuar. Indeed! I ſhould be happy in adminiſ- 
tcring to their comfort. I will go and ſpeak with 
your mother about her inſtantly.  [ Ext. 

FRANK. Well, faith, your young lady is ex- 
tremely good, and immenſely handſome? or the 
beams of benevolence make her appear ſo.—Were 
I not irrecoverably in love with you, Maria, I be- 
lieve I ſhould be impudent enough to adore her, 
but I am ſo dazzled with the ſun-ſhine of your 
bright eyes, that I am blind as a beetle to the 
luſtre of any other. 

MARIA. O, you'll ſoog recover your ſight, I 
warrant! the dazzling ſun-ſhine of my eyes will 
h2 no ſooner withdrawn, than you'll ſee elegance 

D 2 | in 
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in a dowdy, youth in the climacterick, and the 
fairneſs of Phillis in a ſun-burnt gypſey. 

Frank. No, faith! for, flattery and rhodo- 
montade apart, I like you. 

MARIA. You like me!—civil, and conciſe! and, 
pray, what do you like me for, Mr. F rancis? 

Frank. For? that's a plaguy blunt queſtion! 
—why, for what Adam liked Eve for; what my 
father liked my mother for; what the devil elſe 
ſhould I like you for? 

Maria. Well, upon my word, you are a bold 
man, to offer marriage to a girl you know nothing 
of; and never faw till within theſe two hours. 

FRANK. Marriage! 

Maria. Ayc—did not you ſay you liked me 
for what your father liked your mother for? mean- 
ing, I ſuppoſe, a wife; as I preſume, Mr. Fran- 
cis, you were born in wedlock. 

Frank. Zounds, what an artful baggage! 1 
muſt look ſharp, or 1 may be taken in here! | A/zae, 
Hold, hold, my little lapwing! you are for run- 
ning over head and ears in debt at once; you 
ſhould thing of paying what you already owe me, 
before you begin a freſh ſcore. 

MARIA. Owe you! why, pray, Mr. Francis, 
what do I owe you? 

Frank. Half a hundred kiſſes, huſſey! I lent 
you before dinner; and which I infiſt on the re- 
payment of, before we make any new contract, 

MARIA. No, I vow to Venus you gave them to 
me! and againſt my will too. 

Fxank. That I flatly deny: for, if you did not 
receive them with as much pleafure as I gave 
them, may I never feel the returning preſſure of 
a plump lip again! 

MARIA. There! now you confeſs you gave 
them, 


FRANK, 
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Frank, Well, no matter! I am determined to 
have them again; and, if you won't reſtore them 
freely, I muſt c'en take them by force; ſo, my 
charming Maria! (% es her.) Nectarines and vio- 
lets! Kiſſes her _ 

Enter Mrs. MILiCLACK. 

Mrs. Milt. Heyday! ſon Frank !—are you 
going to devour the young woman? — O' my con- 
ſcience, you are juſt ſuch another as your father 
before you! 

MARIA. (afide.) Lud ha* mercy on me! 1 ſhall 
drop down with ſhame! 

FRANK. Only a harmleſs game o'romps, mo- 
ther, that's all!—Egad, Maria, (aſide to her) you 
muſt make the beſt you can of it, for I muſt de- 
camp; but, remember, I have not had all my 
kiſſes back yet. [ Exit. 

MARIA. Get along, you impudent devil! 

Mrs. M111.. Oh, what, you have ſneak'd off, 
ha ?—you have ſome decency, then, before your 
mother? I don't know how to be angry with him, 
neither; he's father's own ſon! and, by my troth, 
I ike him the better for't Why, you have let 
my rudeſby pull you about moſt unmercifully, 
child :—a game o'romps with a vengeance but, 
] come with a meſſage to you from a a ſtranger. 

MARIA. A meſſage to me, Ma'am ? 

Mrs. M11. Yes, to you; only think, my dear, 
how civil our town's-folk. are to you Londoners ; ; 
here have you been in the houſe but an hour or 
two, and the arrival of a lady of quality, and her 
attendant, being buzzed about, an invitation is 


already ſent you, to drink tea with Juſtice Rack- 


rent's houſekeeper this afternoon ; her ladyſhip 


will be invited by all our gentry ſoon, I war- 


rant. 


Maria. Bleſs me, Ma'am, you don't ſay ſo? 
I am 
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Jam exceedingly obliged to her—=and, indeed, I 
zm quite aſham'd of your ſon's behaviour; but I 
hope, Ma'am, you won't think the worſe of me 
for it? 

Mrs. Mitt. O, not at all, child! I have no 
notion of a ſqueamiſh piece of mock-modeſty. I 
don't mean, tho”, that I'd have you be naughty; 
—Nno, no, child! heaven forbid !—but, “ better 
give a fool a kiſs than be troubled with him,”” was 
always my maxim.—But, what anſwer ſhall I ſend 
to the juſtice's? his man, Timothy, waits with- 
Out. | 


Enter CnarLOTTE. 


_ Crnar, The juſtice! — what's the bufineſs, 
Maria? | [ Ajide. 

MARIA. Huſh! (ade to Char.) O, Ma'am, the 
gentlewoman of the houſe, here, has been kind 
enough to bring me an invitation, to drink tca, 
this afternoon, with Juſtice Rackrent's houſe- 
keeper the old gentleman, whoſe ſon ſhe prais'd 
fo, before dinner;) and, if you have no particular 
commands for an hour or ſo, I would beg leave, 
Ma'am, to accept the invitation. (a/ide to Char.) 
Bid me go, by all means ! 

Crar. Why, you know, Maria, I am going to 
the play this evening; however, be ſure to return 
time enough to help me dreſs, and | 

Mrs. MILL. Lord, your La'yſhip! you are vaſt- 
ly well as you are; that riding-dreſs becomes you 
mightily ! and, travellers are not expected to be 
drawn forth in their beſt bib and tucker, like the 
rown's folk. | | 

CuAR. Well, Ill think of that. —You may go, 
Maria. | 

Maki. Thank you, Madam !—then, if you 

-* pie, 


HEIGHO FOR A HUSBAND! 23 


pleaſe, Ma'am, (% Mrs. Mit.) tell the man, if 
he'll conduct me, I'll wait on the gentlewoman 
preſently. 

Cuar. And I have nds up a ſmall parcel,, 
with a few lines encloſed, apologizing for the 
liberty I have taken, which I ſhall be obliged by 
your ſending to the .gentleman's wife we were 
ſpeaking of, directly. 

Mrs. Milt. This very moment, your La'y- 
ſhip!—Ah, bleſs your dear, kind heart! you are 
a pattern for your ſex. [ Exit. 
_ Cram. What can be the meaning of this odd 
invitation, Maria? and, why were you fo anxious 
to accept it ? 

Mazx1a. Why, my ſweet girl! I'll lay my life, 
the young *fquire has either heard of, or ſeen you; 
and this 1s the caſual counterpart of Scrub's invi- 
tation to Archer. 

Cuax. Impollible! but go, my dear Maria! 
and, ſhould it be as you ſuſpect, improve this 
opportunity to the utmoſt, I conjure you! , 

Marra. Never fear me! if you are not mar- 
ried, and myſelf too, within a week; ay, and to 
advantage; may I die an old maid, and be buried 
with my face downward ! . 


End of AF the Second. 


3 


24 HEIGHO FOR A HUSBAND! 


a UE III. 


SCENE l. 
Old RAckRENT 'S Houſe. 
Do kor diſcovered, ſetting out Tea-Things. 

WII, I was ne'er ſo pleaſed in all my 
life ! that Squire Edward ſhould have ſuch 

a pinion of my cuteneſs and iadility, to truſt me 
wr ſuch a ſecret! for I does love to be truſted wi” 
ſecrets, that's certain ;—and, I dan't know, in the 
main, conſidering what a* wants to find out, if a” 
cou'd ha' done better :—for, thof I be but a 
country body, and not over-larn'd, they that hangs 
I for a fool, may find a knave i' the halter! 
I'ſe warrant I be as cunning as ſome that pertend 
to be wiſer; and if I dan't ſift and pump this Lon- 
doner, an' ſhe comes, out of her lady's whole pa- 
rentation, may I ne'er be truſted wi' a ſecret a- 
gain !—I think I ha' gotten all in apple-pye or- 
der, to receive her; and a nice drop of ratafia in 
the beaufet, if there ſhou'd be *caſion for it, to 
open her heart, and ſet her tongue a-going.— 
[A door is heard to open, without. 

But, here ſhe comes, I've a notion! [ Looking ont. 
Ay, it be ſhe and Timothy, ſure enough! and a 


good likely body ſhe be; thof ſhe han't gotten quite 
ſuch a colour in her cheeks as I have. 


DoroTny. 
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Enter TimMoTHYyY. 


TI. Mrs. Dorothy, here's the Londonſhire gen- 
tlewoman, belike, from Mrs. Millclack's, come to 
ſee you. | 5 5 | 

Dor, 
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Dor. O that's well! deſire the gentlewoman to 
walk in, Timothy; and bring tea-kettle and lamp 
directly. 

Tim. An' pleaſe you, Ma'am, to walk this way. 

Enter MARIA. 
Ecod, - ſhe's a ſmeart wench; and almoſt as pratty 
as our Doll. (a/ide.) 9 [ Exits 

Dor. {curtſeying formally.) Your ſervant, Mem! 
MARIA. Your's, Ma'am, moſt thankfully l— 
Mrs. Millclack did me the favour to deliver your 
kind invitation, to take a diſh of tea with you 
this afternoon; and I have done myſelf the 
pleaſure, Ma'am, to wait on you. 

Dok. O dear, yes, Mem; I did fay as how 
you'd be kindly welcome; and ſo, to be ſure, you 
be! won't you pleaſe to take a Chair? (handing 
ene) do, Mem, fit ye down—the tea is i' the pot 
I'ſe meake it immedately; Timothy, bring in tea- 
kettle and lamp! pray ye, Mem, fit ye down; 
do ye, now! [ Offecioufly forcing her to ſit. 
MARIA. I thank you, Ma'am. [ Sits. 


Enter TimoTuy, with an old-fafhion'd tea-kettle 
and lamp. 


Tim. Here it be, miſtreſs Dorothy lit be 
main hot !—take care it don't burn your pratty 
fingers! and now I mun go look after the mow- 
ers. [ Exit. 

Dor. Theſe-un tea-kettles and lamps be migh- 
ty handy in ſummer : (making tea) I dan't know 
whether you ha' gotten any ſuch like contrivances 
in London, Mem ? | 

MARIA, Something to anſwer the ſame pur- 
poſe, Ma'am. | 

Dok. O, no doubt on't!—all ſorts o' things, I 
ſuppoſe, be to be had in London. Dan't ye chuſe 
no bread and butter, Mem ? *tis our own _— 
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and churning, I do aſſure you; do ye now, take 
a bit. Holding a ſlice between her fingers: 

MARIA. I'll take a cup of tea firſt, if you pleaſe, 
Ma'am, | 1 

Dor. To be ſure, Mem; certainly; by all 
means; you ſhall chuſe for yourſelf: I'ſe gi” ye a 
cup o' tea in a minute o' time. 

[ Pout's out the tea, and puts ſugar amd cream 
in both cups. 
I beg your pardon, tho', Mem, we country folk 
ben't ſo perlite; I ought to ha” ax'd firſt, an' you 
like ſugar and cream ? 

MARIA. I thank you, Ma'am, I do. 

Don. Then, pray you, teake ſome more.—(prts 
more of both into Mar1a's cup—biles a lump of ſugar, 
and puts part into each cup) *twas our red cow's 
morn's milk the cream com'd off; and the 
ſugar's double defin'd; and the tea is the fineſt 
green gunpowder, I do aſſure you! coſt ten ſhil- 


ling a pound. 


MaRIA. *Tis extremely good, indeed, Ma'am; 
(/ipping her tea) and the heartineſs of your wel- 
come gives an additional flavour to it. 

Doz. Well, certain ſure, you Londoners be 
ſo perlite! . (riſes, and curtſies) but, lack-a-day, it 
be no wonder; living wr” ducheſſes, and coun- 
teſſes, and marquiſſes !\—why, I ſuppoſe now, your 
leady, from what I ha' heard, canno' be leſs nor 
a counteſs, or a marquiſs, at leaſt. | 

Mar1a (de.) Juſt as I ſuſpected; and now 
for it !—no, indeed, Ma'am; my lady has no 
title as yet: that ſhe may be a counteſs, perhaps 
a ducheſs, is not unlikely; but, at preſent, ſhe is 
only a private gentlewoman, juſt come of age ;— 
her father being lately dead, and ſhe ſole heireſs, 
ſhe's worth—I can't tell how much! and all ſhe 
has is in her own poſſeſſion. But I beg this may 
go no farther, 


Dor. 
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Don. Dear heart! not for the varſal world, 
Mem! (a/ide) here'd be a match for Squire Ed- 
ward !—and, pray. ye, now, what ſort ana temper'd 
body may ſhe be? 

Maria. An angel!—an abſolute angel why, 
Ma'am, there's not a week goes over her head, 
but ſhe ſays to me, in the ſweeteſt tone you can 
imagine, - Maria, my dear, you may take that po- 
loneſe, or Vork -robe, or pierrot, or whatever dreſs 
it happens to be; and, perhaps, it is not a pin 
worſe than the firſt day ſhe put it on. 

Dor. She muſt be an angel indeed! I wiſh I 
had ſuch an a miſtreſs, then I might get polonies, 
and peros, and cork-robes too! well, who knows! 
(a/ide) I warrant ye, now, ſhe ha' gotten a power 
of ſuiterers ? 

MARIA. Out of number, Ma'am ; but ſhe can't 
find one to her mind in London; for, ſhe prefers 
the pure manners of the country gentlemen, and 
the true felicity of rural retirement, to all the 
racket of high life, the flutter or inſenſibility of 
town fops, flimſy lords, and military coxcombs. 

Don. And, by my truly, ſhe be i' the right 
on't. (Aide. O, ſhe were made for *Squire Ed- 
ward! won't you chuſe, Ma'am, to taſte a drop 


of cordial I have at hand, to qualify your tea, ag 


we ſayn? it be mild as mother's milk, I do aſfure 
ou. 

Maria. By no means, Ma' am! be it ever ſo 

weak, it would ſet my tongue a- running at ſuch a 


rate, that I ſhould tell "_y thing I know pre- 


ſently. 
Don. (A ide.) That be the very thing I do want. 


Enter Old R ACKRENT, 


Rack. Hey-dey! Dorothy! what's here to do? 
drinking tea in an afternoon !—no wander I ſhould 
want money !—and, what gill-flirt is this you have 


E 2 got 
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got with you, ch!—who are you, vixen! who 
are you, trollop ? 3 [To Marta. 

Mar. O, Lord, the old fellow will beat me, 
ſure. |  [Afae. 

Dor. Dear heart, your worſhip ! dan't ye go 
to affront the young woman !—ſhe be a very ho- 
neſt, good ſort an a body, indeed, lately com*d 
from London ;—and ſo, your worſhip, I made 
bold to invite her to come and drink a diſh of 
tea wi' me, (and I bought it out of my own 
pocket) to—to—get her to larn me neweſt fa. 
ſhion for plaiting your worſhip's and *Squire Ed. 
r 5 

Rack. (/urveying Maria.) Hum! are you ſure 
ſhe's honeſt 2? Ow, : d--4 : Ah i 

Dor. Yes, Sir, yes! ben't you honeſt? 

| | [To Maria, 
MARIA. I hope ſo! | 

Rack. I ſhan't take your word ;—I muſt ex- 
amine her myſelf: go, go, about your buſineſs, 
Dorothy ; go! iron the ſhirts as you uſed to do; 
I wage no kick-ſhaw—gew-gaw faſhions, not I.— 
Go!l— 

Dor. Lud ha' mercy! what ſhall I do? I had 
beſt run and tell *Squire Edward ; for fear ould 
meaſter ſhould be a little rumbuſtical wr her, as a 
wanted to be wi” me one day! (de.) [ Exit. 

MARIA. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll follow Mrs. 
Dorothy—1I am very ſorry that my being here is 
diſagreeable to you; but, I aſſure you, Sir, I was 
invited, or I ſhould not have preſumed— ¶ Going. 

Racx. Stay, ſtay, pretty-face !—I was but in jeſt 
—1 am not angry; I only pretended it, to ſend 
Dorothy away.—Come, ſit down, and pour me out 
a diſh of tea.— I have no objection to tea—when 
it coſts me nothing; (de) nor to a pretty girl 
either! nay, I don't mind giving a trifle for that. 

Makra. 
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Max1a. I proteſt, Sir, I am in ſuch a twitter! 
—ſure the old fool is not going to be amorous. 
Aſide. 

Rack. A twitter? pſha, nonſenſe! o vou 
have a delicate white hand, pretty- face and it' $ 
as ſoft— [ Squeezing ber hand. 
MaRIA Pray, Sir! —you hurt me, Sir !— 

Rack. Ah, you baggage ! you are not ſo ſoon 
hurt! come, give me a kiſs, pretty-face !—here, 
here's half-a-crown for you—perhaps, if you be- 
have properly, I may make it up half-a-guinea; 
—a great deal of money as times go! 

MaRIA Sir, I truſt I ſhall always behave pro- 
perly; and I hope you will do the ſame. —Ugh! 
—the filthy wretch! { A/ide. 
Rack. O, depend upon me !—come, then, one 
ſweet- ſ Attempting to kiſs her. 


Enter F RAN K and EDWARD at oppoſite Sides. 


Frank. Is *Squire Edward at home? 

Evw. Ay, Frank, here am I.—Heyday! is 
my father in one of his amorous moods ? ; 

Frank. And with my little tit too? but, that 
won't do. 
| [ Goes behind old Rackrent, unperceived by 

him, while he 1s contending with Maria, 
and flaps him on the ſhoulder ; ſeparating him 
from ber: Rackrent drops the half-crown. 

FRANK. I am ſorry to ſpoil ſport, your wor- 
ſhip! but, as I don't think, tho? you are a ma- 
giſtrate, you can produce a qualification, accord- 
ing to Love's game act, I muſt inform Fw, that 
you are poaching upon my manor. 

Rack. (confuſed.) Uh! uh !—hem! your ma- 
nor? — Sir, I muſt tell you, that you are very 
impertinent ! (Epw. comes forward.) Uh! uh! 
and you, ſon Edward, are very undutiful, to pry 
into your father” um! an J can't find 74 
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half-crown ! (aſide 1o Maria.) Mum! another 

time; you underſtand me for the preſent, think 

of the ſum of money I mention*'d—lo, good b'ye, 
retty-face !—Oh, what a delightful, delicate, de- 

23 little rogue it is! [ Exit, 

\ Frank. Ha! ha! ha! I juſt came in the nick, 

egad! or the toothleſs old hound would have fo 
mumbled my little leveret! 

Epw. Indeed, Frank, your leveret, as you call 
her, has had a narrow eſcape; my father has been 
a wag in his time ! 

Mania. O, Lord, he's a terrible old fellow!— 
pray, Sir, let me hegone, while 1 am well ; do, 
Mr. Francis, be ſo good, as ſoon as I have adjuſt- 

ed myſelf, to ſee me ſafe home to my lady. 

[Maria 7urns to a looking-glaſs, 

Frank. Your lady is gone a-walking, Maria; 
—and I came to tell you of it, Squire; (apart 10 
him) in caſe you had a mind to throw yourſelf in 
her way, before ſhe 1s dreſt out for the play, which 
ſhe has taken places for; and have a ſight of her, 
unadorn'd, by day-light. 

Epw. The thing I wiſh ! I have overheard the 
diſcourſe between this girl and Dorothy; and am 
entirely ſatisfied with it!—where is ſhe walking ! 

Frank. In the grove, behind the cathedral. 

Epw. Enough! pleaſe, my dear, (/0 Maria) 
to accept this trifling recompence for the old 
gentleman's freedom. [Offers her money. 

MARIA. I humbly thank you, Sir! but, if my 
own pride did not forbid my acceptance of what 
you are pleaſed to offer me, my lady's poſitive in- 
junctions would. (Afide) Now am I convinced 
he was at the bottom of the invitation! 

Epw. Strange! but I have no time to waſte.— 
Frank, wiſh me ſucceſs, you dear rogue, if I ac- 
coſt her! [Aide to him. 


FRANK. 
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Fa AN Ek. Speed the plough, with all my heart, 

ſay 11— | 

| Exist EowarD: 
Come, Maria, as your lady is abroad, inſtead of 
going ſtraight home, will you truſt yourſelf for 
half an hour's ſaunter with me? 

MARIA. But, will you promiſe to behave your- 
ſelf prettily if I do? and not haul me about, as 
the old fellow has juſt now done; and as you did 
before and after dinner ? ; 1 

FRANK. Why, rather than you ſhould refuſe 
me, I will; and alſo promiſe not to kiſs you above 
once in five minutes. 

MARIA. O, if you don't kiſs me oft'ner than 
that, I would not give a pin for your company ! 

FRANK. Bravo! my billing turtle! [ Exeurt. 


SCENE II. 
A Grove. 


Enter CARLorTE, from the upper End of the Stage, 


Cu AR. Turn which way I will, 'tis a moſt de- 
lightful ſcene! —Thus retired, let me reflect a 
little upon the project I am engaged in; but, will 
it bear reflection ?—I fear not!—A young un- 
thinking female, of family, and, not long ſince, 
of fortune, having loſt her parents and her patri- 
mony, quits the protection of her remaining 
friends in London; and, accompanied by another 
girl, more thoughtleſs than herſelf, traverſes the 
country, fortune-hunting : that is, with a pre- 
determinate deſign to rob any young man, with 
ſimplicity and wealth, of half his riches, and, 
perchance, all his future happineſs. - Deſpicable 

ſcheme! 
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ſcheme! and can I, thus reflecting on its baſeneſs, 
perſevere in it? —Oh, Charlotte! if thou can'ſt; 
thy parent, fortune, honour, were at once en- 
gulph'd! and nothing hath eſcap'd but this frail, 
| ſhatter'd wreck; in which, nor worth, nor ſafety 
can be found! [ Exit, 

Enter ED WARP. 

Epw. It muſt be ſhe! there is a ſymmetry in 
that ſhape, an elegance in that deportment, which 
none but the charmer decribed to me can poſſeſs! 
Af her manners and ſentiments accord but with 
her form—if ?—they muſt! I am ſure they do.— 
How ſhall I accoft her? I am ſo mere a novice, 
that, ſhould I, when 1 behold her beauty, love 
her, I fear I ſhall not dare to telt her ſo! Ha! 
yonder, I think, 's our Timothy: a thought occurs 
may probably——yet, *tis ridiculous! and may 
expoſe me to contempt! but, I'll venture.— 
Timothy! (calling him.) — Yes, he ſhall change 
clothes with me ;—then, as a ſimple peaſant, I 
may obſerve her nearer : and, perhaps, obtain 
that knowledge of her mind and manners, my 


proper garb and character might keep me long a 
ſtranger to.— Ho! Timothy! 


Enter Tiuornx. 


Tin. Did you call me, Meaſter Yedward ? 


Epw. Ay, Timothy; did you meet Frank Mill- 
clack that way lately? 


Tim. Noa, Meaſter Ledward; but I met a 
main pratty thing that way, but now. 

Evpw. A main pretty thing! What's it like, 
Timothy ? 
Tim. Why, when firſt 1 ſaw its jacket, I 
thought it like a man; and when I look'd down 
at it's petticoat, I thought it like woman; but 

when 
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when I look'd up in it's face, I thought it the 

moſt like an angel of any thing I' eer com'd 

nigh. 

| E. O, I underſtand you ;-—you mean a lady 

in, a riding-dreſs, who pafs'd that way juſt now :— 
upon my word, Timothy, you have deſcribed her 

in a very eallint manner. 

Tim. Anan?— 2 galant leady! what's that, 
Meaſter Yedward ? | 

Ebw. Pho! no matter ;—I wanted you about 
ſomething elſe.—Frank and I are going a-fiſhing, 
perhaps I may have occaſion to ford the ſtream 
during our ſport I forgot to put on my fiſhing- 
frock, and have not time to go home for it ;— 
prithee, lend me your cloaths, Timothy, and put 
on mine the while. 

Tin. Ay, Meaſter Yedward, that I will. —I'd 
change cloaths with you for good and all, if you 
deſired it, thof mine were the better of the two. 

Epw. Thank you, Timothy! ſtep behind theſe 
trees, then, leſt ſomebody ſhou'd paſs by, and 
we'll do it in a trice; make haſte; I expect F rank 
every minute. 

Tim. But, are you certain ſure, Meaſter Yed- 
ward it was only a leady I met ?—it look'd woun- 
dedly like an angel! 

Epw. No, Timothy, I am not quite certain; 
I only ſaw her back, and ſhe appear'd but a 
lady : ben I ſee her face, it is not impoſſible that 
I ſhall think her an angel too! ¶Exeunt. 


Enter FRANK and MARIA. 


MARIA. But, if this is the grove my lady is 
walking in, Why don't you go ſome other way? 
there are pleaſant meadows yonder, where they 
are hay-making ; let us walk there. 

Frank, Well, my dear girl, ſo will; ;—but, we 

| arc 
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arc obliged to croſs the end of the grove to get at 
the meadows; we ſhall come to the haycocks pre- 
ſently; and will tumble 'em rarely, I warrant. 

Manta. The haycocks! what does the fool 
mean ? | 

Frank. Why, to finiſh the game o'romps my 
mother interrupted, to be ſure. 

Maria. That you will not, believe me! To be 
plain, Maſter Francis, you are a lively, agreeable 
young fellow, I confeſs; you have ſaid that you 
like me; and I make no ſcruple to own that I 
like you: but, tho' I am only a ſervant, and you 
are heir, as your mother intimates, to ſomething 
conſiderable, notwithſtanding the freedom I have 
thus far permitted you, theſe are maxims I never 
ſhall depart from ;—no, parſon, no paſſion !—no 
ring, no romping! and, now I perceive your dritt, 
Sir, no marriage, no meadows ! 

Frank. And would you really perſuade me, 
Maria, to marry you ? 4 

MARIA. Not I, indeed, Sir!—my tongue ſhall 
never perſuade to what your heart does not incite 
you !—but, I am young, ſome ſay pretty, virtu- 
ous, good-temper'd, and induſtrious ; if theſe are 
not qualities eſtimable enough to entitle me to be 
an inn-keeper's wife, you may look farther and 
fare worſe!—I have no money, I grant that is, 
only a trifle ſaved in ſervice, not worth mention- 
ing; you have a good deal, and that's the ſame 
thing: for, if one of us have it, no matter which; 
but that it gives the poſſeſſor the delight of be- 
ſtowing - and, could we change conditions, I 
honeſtly aſſure you, the paltry conſideration of a 
little caſh ſhould not prevent my ſaying to you, I, 
Maria, take thee, Francis! for better for worſe, 


for rich or for poor: I have enough, and the richeſt 
have no more! ä | 


FRANK. 
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Frank. Egad, Maria, you almoſt poſe me!— 
II don't know what to ſay: that I like, nay 
love you, is poſitive ;—but, marriage is ſuch a 
plaguy old-faſhion'd » Zounds, who have we 
| here ?—ſome of old Rackrent's people; this way, 

my dear girl, to the meadows, and there we'll 
talk farther. | 

Maria. No! J have chang'd my mind about 
walking at all, now; my lady will want to dreſs 
for the play: ſo, you may go to the meadows, and 
tumble the haycocks by yourſelf; and I wiſh you 
much ſport, Mr, Francis! N Exit. 

FRANK. Plague o' this girl! I don't know what 
to make of her! but this I know; that, tho' I 
like her exceedingly, of all my mad frolicks, ma- 
trimony ſhall be the laſt !—Tumble the haycocks 
by myſelf? Yes, that's pretty ſport to be ſure! 


| Exzt. 
Re-enter EDWARD and TimoTHY, in each other's 
cloaths. 


Tim. Ha! ha! ha!—never ſtir Meaſter Yed- 
ward, if I can help laughing, to ſee you ſo tranſ- 
mogrified !— 


ED wW. And I can't help admiring how ſmart and 
genteel you look, Timothy. | 

Tim. Do I, Meaſter Yedward ?—waundlikins ! 
I am glad of it; I have wanted to look ſmeart and 
jonteel ever ſince I fall'd in love with our 
Dorothy. 


Evw. I am ſure if ſhe ſaw you in that dreſs, 
Timothy, ſhe could not reſiſt you. | 
Tim. Do you think ſo, Meaſter Yedward ?— 
then if I don't go hoame, and fall a courting her 
1 aeh may I never be dreſt out again as lopg as 
Ive. 
Epw. Do ſo, away, © and call, in your way, 
2 : at 
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at the hair-dreſſer's; bid him be ſure to ſend 
within this half-hour to dreſs me for the play. 
Tim. This half-hour! why, you can't have 
fiſh'd much by then ? 
Epw. No matter; go, and do as I bid you. 
Tim, I wull, Sir, I wull. -Ha! ha! ha!—the 
play, quotha ! ecod, in my mind, you look like 
one of the mew-folks, when they be diſguiſed, 
yourſelf; you be ſo waundily tranſmogrified! 
ha! ha! ha! [ Exit, 
Evw. And now to overtake the object of my 
purſuit !—But, ſtay—ſomebody is juſt come out of 
the hazle-copſe, ſhe went toward, and is turning 
this way tis herſelf now to adapt my manners 
to my dreſs, [ Saunters about, and rohes. 


Re-enter Cuaktorts: 


Cu AR. Yes, it ſhall beſo; I'll return to-morrow : 
—make the moſt prudent uſe of what money I 
ſhall have left—and, tho' my future life be e*er ſo 
mean, it ſhall not be diſhoneſt! But, whither have 
I wander'd? *tis time I ſhou'd return ;—Maria 
will be at the inn before me, and wonder at my 
abſence :—which is the way ?—I think I paſs'd 
thro* this part of the grove before. I'll enquire of 
this countryman.— Pray, honeſt friend, be ſo good 
to inform a ſtranger, which path leads to the poſt- 
houſe in the town? 

Epw. (a/ide.) A wonder! — An't pleaſe you, 
Madam, there be two or three ways to it ;—bur, 
if you want a letter fetch'd or carried, I'll do it 
with the utmoſt pleaſure ;—for, you look like a 
ſweet lady, whom I ſhou'd be proud to ſerve. 

CAR. I thank you for your civility, friend ; 
but I have no occaſion to give you any ſuch 
trouble. | 
Epw. Trouble, Madam! I am ſure it could be 

| EM 1 5 
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no trouble to ſerve you !—I ſhou'd think it the 
greateſt happineſs in the world ! 

' Cnar. You are very good! There is ſomething 
uncommonly gentle in the manners of this ruſtic, 
{a/ide) Pray, do you live hereabout ? 

' Evpw. Yes, Madam, juſt hard by. 

Crar. And what are you? 

Epw. An honeſt farmer, Lady. 

CAR. A farmer! and ſo young? 

Epw. Yes, Madam ; my father died about a 
year ago; and, as our landlord offer'd for me to 
keep the farm, I thought I might as well work on 
it for myſelf, as for any other: ſo I became tenant 
to juſtice Rackrent. | 

CAR. Juſtice Rackrent? I have heard of him, 
and his ſon; they fay he is a moſt amiable young 
gentleman, and his father quite the reverſe. 

Epw. We are none of us ſo good as we ſhould 
be, Madam; but, extremes in deſcribing folk are 
ſeldom juſt : the old gentleman may be roo much 
diſpraiſed, and the young one too much com- 
mended. * ETON | 

Cuar. Engaging candour! he's very perſon- 
able! and, for his condition, unuſually intelli- 
gent! how happy may the female be who ſhares 
his humble lot! (ae Are you married, pray? 

EDpW. No, Madam, nor do I think 1 ever 
mall. 8 
Cu AR. Why ſo? 

Epw. Becauſe I never ſaw but one whom I 
could love, and her I am unworthy of | 


CAR. No, ſurely There is ſomething in this 


8 affects me ſtrangely! the more I look on 
im, the more he ſtrikes me; a hopeleſs lover, and 


ſo handſome! I pity him! [ Aſide. 
Ep. Can I be of any ſervice to you, Lady? 
| | CHAR, 
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CAR. No other, gentle friend! than to direct 
me the neareſt way to the town. 

Epw. Pleaſe to keep ſtrait on, till you come to 
yonder elms; then turn down the woodbine- 
walk, and you can't miſs your way. 

Cu AR. I thank you, friend !—will you accept 

this trifle for your pains ? 

Epw. No, Madam, I give you thanks! I have 
enough, with honeſt induſtry ;—the pleafure of 
ferving you is ſufficient recompence for any pains! 

CAR. (de.) Heigho! what can this flutter 
mean ! (puls her hand to her breaſt.) I never yet 
felt love! ſure, now I don't !—Since you decline 
the money, pray, oblige me by accepting this 
ring, of little value ;—only, it may ſerve as a 
memorial of one who with'd you well! 

Epw. I thank you for your gift, but more for 
your good wiſhes, Madam ; I'll wear it, and re- 
member you unto my lateſt breath. 

CuAR. Fare you well! How very handſome ! 
Heigho ! (a/ide.) [ Exit. 

Epw. Angelic creature! complexion, feature, 
form, grace, ſpeech, perfect all! with ſuch com- 
placency to one ſhe thought ſo low !—O, Love! 
I have heard and read of thy great power, but 
knew it not before! She has taken full poſſeſſion 
of my ſoul, and I have now no thought but how 
to gain her! She's going to the play; I'll home 
and dreſs—fit near her there; ſpeak to her, if 1 
dare; attend her, wooe her ;—and, if I gain her 
not—but, let me not ſuppoſe it—no ! ſhe muſt, 
ſhe ſhall be mine lJ—— [ Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE 111. 
Old RackrentT's Houſe. 
| Enter DoROTHYW and TimorTny. 


Dor. Why, ay, Timothy ! now thee do look 
ſomewhat like 

Tim, Yes, miſtreſs Dorothy! I be quite ano- 
ther creature, now I be dreſt! Meaſter Yedward 
be gone a-fiſhing in my cloaths; and ſo, a' bid 
me come hoame in his'n: you know I always told 
you, I ſhould grow jonteel one time or other; 
and you ſee now I ha' kept my word. 

Dok. It be more nor I expected, indeed, Ti- 
mothy. | | | 

Tim. Well, Dolly! don't you like me now? 

Dok. Like you, Timothy? yes, why ſhould I 
miſlike you? 

Tim. Ey! but, I mean, ben't you in love with 
me ? 

Dor, Why, I can't ſay, as how I be dying for 
love of you. „ 

Tim. Noa! that's a pity ! for I be dying for 
love of you; ey, and I wull die too, if you don't 
take compaſſion on me. 

Dor. Lord, Timothy! I ne'er know'd you 
talk ſo fine before. 

Tim, Why, noa; becauſe I were never dreſt 
ſo fine before; fine cloaths be half-in-half to 
meake love in: and I be reſolved to meake love 
wi' might and main, while I ha' thefe garments 
on. — When Meaſter Yedward comes hoame, 
and I be forced to Hoff my finery, mayhap I 
ſhan't have a word to throw at a dog; fo now, 
Dolly, don't ſtand haggling about the bargain ; 
but, if ſo be as how I ha' won your heart, tell me 
fo flat and plain. | 

Dos. 


40 HEICHO FOR A HUSBAND! 


| Dor. Why, indeed, you ha' gone nigher to it 

| this a'ternoon, Timothy, than e'er you did in all 
your born days afore; for, if e'er I do marry, (and 
I ben't quite reſolv'd to die a maid) I'm deter- 
mined to ha* ſomebody ſmeart, and genteeliſh ; 
I would not wed wi' a clowniſh clod, no, not an 
he were worth his weight in gold. 

Tim. Why, then, my dear Dolly! I am your 
man !—and, for fear you ſhould change your 
mind, when I ha' gotten my own cloaths on a- 

gain, —here, here's a main thin-worn ſixpence, 
crack'd almoſt acroſs; let's break it quite, between 
us. [ They break it, kiſs the pieces, and exchange them. 

Dok. Now we be troth plighted, and we two 
be one. | 

Tim. Yes, we two will make one. 

Dor. But, will you promiſe to beſpeak a ſmeart 
ſuit againſt wedding-day ?—and, when we're mar- 
ried, teake a farm; that we mayn't be ſervants 
no longer ? 

Tim. Yes, that's what I wull! and, what d'ye 
think ?—as good luck would have it, old Dobbins, 
of Fatland-farm, died laſt night; that *ll be to 
let —ſoa, I'll aks meaſter to-morrow to put we 
in it. [RACKRENT coughs without. 

Don. Here a' comes i' the nick, Timothy; 
you had better aſk un now. | 

Tim. Waunds !—but he munna ſee me wr 
Squire Yedward's cloaths on—he'll make a mort 
to do, an' he does !—T'lI run and flip on a round 
trock, will hide all, and be back again anon. [ Exit. 

Dor. Heigho! well, this be what I little look*d 
for! thof Timothy ha* bcen caſting ſheeps-eyes 
at me a good while, I did not think he'd ha' com'd 
to the point ſo ſoon! but, fince he have, I be- 
lieve I can't do better nor marry him ;—a good 
ollgr. once refuſed may be repented all one's life 

who a'ter !— 
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a'ter !—as for love, — that's neither here nor there: 
he's an honeſt, pains-taking creature; and I know 
he have ſcraped ſome money together; beſides a 
tenement or two he ha' gotten; and were lately 
choſe head-borough !—and I be a good, notable, 
ſtirring ſort an a body, thof I ſay it; wr a little 
ſnug pocket; that (unleſs a' really wants it) a' 
ſhan't know nothing at all about; no, no, — l' ſe 
keep that for a rainy day! and ſo, if our miſerly 
old maſter will let us Dobbins' farm—but, mum!— 


Enter Old RackRENT. 


Rack. So, Dorothy; what's become of your 
London viſitor ? | 

Don. By my truly, I canno' tell, your Wor- 
ſhip ! I han't ſet eyes on her ſin' your Worſhip 
was ſo croſs about her drinking tea wi' me; but, I 
aks your Worſhip's pardon a thouſand times! I'ſe 
ne'er diſoblige you again, while I do live, your 
Worſhip ! N 


Enter Ti or Rx, in a ſmock-frock, with a pitch-fork. 


Tim. We ha' cut all that hay, as you bid us, 
Sir, and be going about Long-field to-morrow ; 
I am ſure I ha' work'd as hard as thof it had been 
for myſelf o'er and o'er. When I have a farm of 
my own, it's my belief I ſhan't work half ſo hard: 
not but I ſhall be up early and down late, that I 
may pay landlord his rent, duly and truly. 

Rack. Why, Timothy, you have done toler- 
ably well; but you have had a deal of beer among 
you, while you were about it: I have juſt been 
gauging the barrel, and it's half empty already! 
there's a charming, clear brook, runs cloſe be- 
hind the meadow ; I wonder you ſhould prefer 
muddy brewage, to ſuch a pure, wholeſome elg- 
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ment ! do, try the brook to-morrow, Timothy, 
and ſet the other mowers a good example. 

 Fim., I wull, Sir! I'm ſure I'd live upon 
hips and haws, and drink nothing but water all 
the year round, to ſave you money, Sir. | 

Rack. That's my good Timothy ! and, let me 
tell you, hips and haws are very nouriſhing. 

Don. (aſide to Tin.) Leave chattering a pack 
of nonſenſe, Timothy, and ſpeak about the farm. 

Tim, I wull, I wull;—hem! but, Sir !—-I. 
wanted to aks a ſmall bit an a favour of your 
Worſhip. | 

Rack. A favour! I don't like that word ;—a 
man can hardly ever hear it mention'd without 
paying for it. 

Don. No, your Worſhip ; the favour Timothy 
wants to aks, he be to pay you for. | 

' Rack. O, that alters the caſe !—what is it, 
my good Timothy? what is it? 

Tim. Why, Sir, farmer Dobbins being dead, 
and Dorothy and I being agreed to marry and 
Nettle, we thought to meake bould to aks your 
Worſhip to let his farm to we. 

Rack. Hum! what! Fatland-farm !—how much 
are you willing to give a-year for it, Timothy ?— 
that farm has been under-let theſe thirty years ? 
—it's worth at leaſt double what old Dobbins 
paid for it :—Hum !—yes, I muſt have double. 

\ Tim. Double! | | | 
Dor. O dear, your Worſhip! conſider your 


own poor ſervants |! 
Rack. Imuſt have—double! [With apathy, 
. Tim. Noa, not double, your Worſhip? - 
Rack. Double! | 
Tim. The devil double you, ſay I? T[ A/de. 
Rack. Eh! what's that? the devil! what! 
Dor, 
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Dor. He ſays a farm's a deviliſh trouble, Sir. 

Rack. Why would he have one, then? I did 
not aſk him ; *tis he that aſks me. 

TiM. Yes, your Worſhip! but I never dream'd 
you would aks double !—now, I ſhould think, 
about 

Rack. Double that's the rent; take it, or 
leave it; I would not let it to a ſtranger under 
treble ;—but, having a regard for you and Doro- 
thy, I will, as a very great favour, let it you for 


double. | [ Exit. 
Tim. Double! * [ After a pauſe, and looking 
Dor. Double! frgnificantly at each other. 


Tim. What ſhall we do, Dorothy ? 

Dok. Nay, you ought to know beſt, Timothy; 
you ha* work'd the land, and uſed to keep Dob- 
bins? accounts for him; before you com'd to ſerve 
this old ſkin-flint. 

Tim. Why, ey! that's true, Dorothy ; and, if 
we don't ſnap it up, there's farmer Graſp” em will 
double twice over for it :—ſo, we'll e'en ſtrike a 
bargain, and ſign and ſeal with old pinch-gur di- 
rectly.— And then, Dorothy, for my new cloaths, 
and the wedding-day !—Double! double! (mi- 
micking old RackrENT) I wiſh his old bones were 
doubled, and nail'd up in a box, *till I open'd it, 
and undoubled ” em; they wou*dn't lie ſtraight till 
doom's-day | 1 
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e r . 


SCENE I. 
A Parlour at the Inn. 


Enter CHARLOTTE, and MARIA, 


MARIA. 


* OU cannot, ſure, be ſerious? 


CAR. I never was more ſo. 

MARIA. In love with him ?—what, a peaſant! 
a clown! | 

Cu AR. No, Maria, he's no clown! his man- 
ners are as gentle, his ideas as refined, nay, more 
ſo, perhaps, than' thoſe of many who were bred in 
the centre of urbanity. 

Max1a. Childiſh, circulating-library, com- 
mon-place nonſenſe ! gentility and refinement in a 
bumpkin with clouted ſhoes ? this exceeds the 
moſt romantic of all romances; this is © a ſquire 
of low degree“ with a vengeance ! I thought my- 
ſelf ſufficiently blameable in giving encourage- 
ment, as I told you, to the young fellow, Francis ; 
who is not only intelligent and agreeable, but, 
as old Sterling ſays, has © the ſtuff®”? too.— 

CHAR. Indeed, Maria, I e to fear I have 
been deceived ing and miſled by you. | 

MARIA. And indeed, e I find I have 
been ſadly deceived in you! I am content with 


uy 
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my rattle-cap, Frank, if I can get him, becauſe 
I am only in the character of a ſervant ; but, 
Mould we both miſs our aim here, and I aſſume 
the lady at the next town, mark my words; if I 
don't marry the richeſt, and, perhaps, moſt noble 
on the ſpot, ſay, I am as unfit for our expedition 
as I now begin to think you are. 

Cu AR. But, my dear Maria! I have reflected 
on. the impropriety, nay, diſhoneſty of our plan; 
and cannot proſecute it. 

MARIA. You ſhould have conſider'd that be- 
fore we left London, Madam! nor can you now 
relinquiſh it, without injuring me as well as your- 
ſelf: I, therefore, expect, for the preſent, a due 
obſervance of our contract ; if we fail here, we'll 
either purſue our joint, original plan, elſewhere, 
or, I will continue it alone: leaving you to your 
Arcadian ſcheme of happineſs ;—your paragon- - 
pealane : and the delights of love in a clay-cot- 
tage 

Tr AR. Your vivacity, Maria, puts a gloſs upon 
villainy, and throws contempt and ridicule on the 
pureſt virtue and affection! yet, cannot you be 
{ſerious for a moment, and conſider ?— 

MARIA. And cannot you be gay for a moment? 
and conſider that, unleſs you make haſte, you'll 
be too late for the play !—ſo pr'ythee, my dear, 
no more of this ſqueamiſhneſs ; but prepare to be 
adored by all the young heirs in the neighbour- 
hood, 

CAR. I had much rather not go; pray, Maria, 
excuſe me. | 

MARITA. No, that's impoſſible! go, you muſt ; 
for, Frank tells me, young Rackrent's to be there; 
he's a pretty young fellow, I promiſe you; and, I 
am convinced, has heard of, and longs to fee you: 
he's very rich too! and, if you play your cards 

right, 
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right, may prove as advantageous a huſband as 
the firſt peer in the kingdom. 

Cnar, Well, Maria, I remember the adage— 
*. there is honour among thieves;*'*—therefore, as 
I would not be thought deficient in a quality the 
higheſt glory in, and the very loweſt affect, I'll 
keep my word as faras honeſtly I can, and go with 
you to the play ; but, not with a view to gain 
young Rackrent, or any one my heart cannot ap- 
prove! for, tho* I do not think it likely I ſhall 
ever have the choice, I here declare, I would pre- 
fer the youth I ſaw juſt now, and a life of toil, 
(ay, laugh if you pleaſe) to all the eaſe and gran- 
dcur, I might derive from a marriage with the 
moſt opulent, or noble! 

MaRIA. Ha! ha! ha! you are wrong, my dear 
Charlotte, you are certainly in the wrong. 

Crar. No, Maria! in this I can't be wrong! 
They who are deliberately, and habitually wicked, 
are abſolutely fo :—whilſt thoſe who, through 
want of thought, or from a ſudden impulſe of paſ- 
fion, blindly ruſh into error, are, in ſome degree 
excuſeable; and their return to rectitude is a pro- 
pitiation equally acceptable to Heaven and 
man! I Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
A Hall in the Inn. [ Bell rings. 


Enter Mrs. MiLLcuack. 


Mrs. M ILT. Heyday! a phaeton and fix, with 
two poſtilions, a footman before, and others be- 
hind !-—he's no ſmall fool that rides in it, I war- 


rant 
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rant him! How unlucky that Frank ſhould be 


out of the way! here William, John !—run to the 
door ſhew his honour in! 

Wir IIA and other Servants croſs the $ tage. 
Now for the claret, and the hock! odd's my life, 
theſe are the cuſtomers! none of your port-drinkers, 
nor your eighteen-pen'orths of half-and-half! a 
body may pay ſcot and lot, maintain half a dozen 
ſoldiers for government, and put a trifle in one's 
pocket to boot, out of this ſort of gueſts ! 


Enter General FAIRLO VE, Attendants, and 
Servants. 


Gentrat. Come, look ſharp, look ſharp ! 
there's my good lads! clap me four of the freſheſt 
horſes you have to a poſt-chaiſe directly; it's too 
late to advance in the phacton :—and be briſk, 
d'ye hear? for I muſt continue my march in a 
moment. 

Mrs. M1iLt, Kindly welcome, Sir! won't your 
honour pleaſe to be ſhewn a room, and have your 
boots off ?—here, boot-catcher ! what would your 
honour pleaſe to drink after your journey ?—Wil- 
liam, ſhew the Captain into the caſtle. 

GEN. Thank you, thank you, good woman !— 
as you were, lads! I ſhan't go into garriſon here, 
nor halt the firing of three rounds:—bring me 
ſome ammunition, tho'; a ſponging of brandy, a 
charge of cold beef, a bumper or tu oof ſound old 
hock; then I ſhall be fit for action, and may do 
execution if I reach the works. 

[ Exeu ut Servants, ſeverally. 

Mrs. MiLlt, But, won't your honour pleaſe to 
be ſhewn a room? 

GEN. No, no, dame! 1 ſhan't halt a moment; 
fo, a truce with trifles and ceremony. I am not 

5 come 
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come to quarter a ſcore of raw-boned troopers on 
you: I am upon the march! 

Mrs. MIT T. Bleſs me, your honour's hurrying 
way puts me all over in a fluſteration ! | 

Gen. I am in as great a fluſteration, as you call 
it, dame, as you can be; ſo, come, come give 
me what I call'd for, that I may remount. (WIII. 
brings the GEN. brandy; he drinks.) Sure I ſhall 
overtake them before night ! 

Mrs. M111. Overtake who, your honour! if I 
may be ſo bold? not deſerters, I hope! poor ſouls, 
how they will be puniſh'd! 

Gen. No, no, not deſerters, good woman; re- 
fugees only! that's the corps I am in purſuit of: 
fo, tell me, what parties have gain'd this paſs 
lately ? 

Mrs. MILL. I profeſs, your honour is too high- 
| flown for me; I can't fay I comprehend your 
worſhip. 

GEN. No?—why, zounds! what travellers have 
gone by here to-day ? 

Mrs. MiI IL. O, a power, your honour! of all 
ſorts and fizes! it being ſuch a charming fine day, 
I fat at the door an hour or two, and ſaw more go 
by than I can well remember. 

GEN. Well, thoſe you. can remember; what 
corps did they belong to Come, deſcribe their 
uniforms. 

Mrs. MILL. Ant pleaſe your honour, I don't 
think they were at all uniform; for, firſt and fore- 
moſt, there paſs'd by a fine, tall, handſome ſerjeant, 
with four or five tag-rag recruits, a corporal, and 
drummer; a ſtring of Iriſh hay-makers, and the 
little Welſh attorney. 

GEN. Platoons to the recruits, and maſk*d-bat- 
teries to the attorney! did no women come this 
road to-day, in a poſt-chaiſe? 

| Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mitt. Women ina poſt-chaiſe?—O, yes; 
bne woman, your honour, and a lady along with 
her. | 

Gx. One woman and a lady! Oh,—now we 
approach the lines; well, which way did they _ 
their route? what downs are they encamp'd on? 
or, do they lie in ambuſcade any where dae 
about? 

Mrs. MILL. Indeed, your worlldp, I am but 
an ignorant body; and, as I ſaid before, your 
honour's talk is too learned for me. 

GEN. Damn theſe profeſſional phraſes; they 
make blockheads appear wiſe, and men of ſenſe 
fools! why, Madam, to ſpeak in terms more level 
to your apprehenſion ; I believe you have deſcrib- 
ed the identical perſons I am in purſuit of: two 
young women, one of them appearing, no doubt, 
like a lady; the other, as you oblerved, may ſeem 
to be only her woman. 

Mrs. Milt. Why, then, your honour, as ſure 
as can be, they are the very couple that dined here 
to-day ;—and a ſweet, good creature the lady is: 
—ay, and a briſk, clever kind of body the other. 

GEN. What, and have they decanip*d?— —'Sfire! 
I mean, are they gone? | 

Mrs. MILL. Yes, your honour, they have been 
gone ſome time, to the play. 

GEN. Play! what the devil does the woman 
mean ? 

Mrs. Mitt. Why, the comedy, I think they 
call it, your honour! the actors are now playing 
in our aſſembly-room theatre. 

GEN, Zounds! ſhew me the way to it direQly! 
T'll try if I can't play a part too 

WILL. This way, your honour, this way. 

GEN. March! 

 FExennt GENER ATL, WII LIAau, 
and Attendants. 
H Mrs. 
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Mrs. MIL I. Bleſs my heart, what a flutter has 
this bluſtering put me into! I ſhan't recover my- 
ſelf this half-hour. (/s) Here, chambermaid ! 
Betty! 


Enter CHAMBERMAID. 


Give me a thimble-full of that brandy, yonder, 
William brought for Captain Bounce-abour. 

Mair. Yes, Ma'am. [ Goes to the bar for it, 

Mrs. Mir. Come, be quick; don't creep ſo! 
you are as flow as the Captain's haſty: (Marp 
pours a little brandy into the glaſs.) and as niggardly 
as old Rackrent !—is that all you can afford me of 
my own liquor? | 

Maio. You ſaid only a thimble-fuil, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Milt. I know I did, Ma'am! but I 
didn't ſay a child's thimble-full ; you might, at 
leaſt, let my own thimble be the meaſure: (drinks) 
this inn- keeping is ſuch a fatiguing life; give me 
a drop more. (drinks again) If I go on thus my 
ſpirits will ſoon be exhauſted !—Where's Frank? 

Maivd. Ma'am! . 

Mrs. Mitt. Ma'am! is the girl ſtupid ?— 
where's my ſon? where's your young maſter ? 

Ma1p. I believe, Ma'am, he's gone to take a 
peep at the play. 

Mrs. Milz. Hang the play, and the players 
too ! If I did not get pretty handſomely by them, 
I ſhould wiſh them far enough !—ſuch a racket 
they make; I can hear them now: enough to diſ- 
tract a body! with their ſtamping, and ſtaring, and 
fighting, and dying! they almoſt turn the houſe 
out at the window. 

Map. Indeed, Ma'am, they do make a ſtrange 
hurly-burly ſometimes, ſure enough. 


Enter 
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Enter WILLIAM. 


WIII. Oh, Ma'am, there's the devil to pay in 
the play-houſe; the folks are all in an uproar, 

Mrs. Mitt. What, with that harum-ſcarum- 
officer, I ſuppoſe. 

WIII. Yes, Ma'am; for, as we went along, 
he aſk'd me whereabout the young lady was ſeat- 
ed? ſo, I ſhew'd him to the box; when, in he 
bolts directly, ſnatches hold of her hand, and calls. 
her his dear creature! the lady ſcream'd, Squire 
Edward, my young Maſter, and the reſt interfered; . 
and, in the ſcuffle, the lady fainted! the officer is 
gone to Juſtice Rackrent's for a warrant ; and how 
it wil end nobody knows. — O, here they 
come !— 


Enter EDW ARD and Man IA, leading CHarLoTTE, 


Epw. Reach a chair for the lady ſomebody. 

Witt. Here's one, Sir. [Cruar. e. 

Mar14a. Have you any hartſhorn, pray, Ma- 
dam ? 1 88 

Mrs. M1LL. O dear me, no! but here's ſome 
ſal volatile. 

Cuar. Oh! 

Epw. Thank Heaven, ſhe recovers | 


Maria. How do you find yourſelf now, my 
dear lady? | 


Enw. How fares my angel? | 

Cuakx. O, Sir, why will you thus perſiſt in 
troubling me ? why expoſe me to public inſult, 

and drive from me my health, my ſenſes! 
[Turning from him. 
ED w. Be compoſed, dear Madam, and deign 
to look on me; it is not the rude intruder now. 
addreſſes you, but your protector; who, to gain 
| 3 U K 5 
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an intereſt in your heart, would ſacrifice his 
OWN. 

CuAR. No matter who, or what you are; my - 
heart's elſewhere diſpoſed of. 

Epw. O, ſay not ſo! and, pardon me, ſweet 
creature! if 1 preſume to fay, I do not think 
it is. 

CAR. (ri/ng) Sir, your ill-manner'd contra- 
diction ſuits not with your appearance; and you 
are now equally offenſive with the other ſtranger 
you reſcued me from: if you're a gentleman, de- 
tain me here no longer.— Maria, let us ga. 

Ebw. Stay, Madam, I conjure you ;—and hear 
me but a moment! 
| Maria. Pray, let the gentleman ſpeak to you, 
Madam. 

Cuan. What can he have to ſay that I ſhould 
need to hear ? 

Maz1a.. No matter; pray, conſent! 

CuAR. Well! | 3 

Epw. Eternal bleſſings on you for that word! 
and now permit me, deareſt Madam, to repeat, 
and pray be not offended at it, that I have great 
reaſon to ſuppoſe your affections are nox elſewhere 
engaged; nay, I overheard your confidante de- 
clare ſo: therefore, as I otherwiſe may never ſce 
you more, I here intreat you to impart your name, 
and your connexions, and give me leave to 
hope! 

CAR. All this my own imprudence has drawn 
on me!—but I will be explicit. —You think, per- 
haps; Sir, that I am a woman of fortune;—you 
are deceived: I am an indigent orphan!—ſo very 
Poor, I have not even a heart ! no, that too 1s loſt! 
and ſo romantically. '(half aſide) | 

MARIA. (overbearing her) Romantically indeed! 
—and, fince this Is the caſe at laſt, I am deter- 
8 mined | 
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vined that all ſhall out.— Sir, we are neither more 
or leſs than a couple of adventurers; virtuous, 
tho', take that with youl— but, my filly partner 
in the ſcheme has declined going through with the 
project; having fixed her affections on ſome booby 
of a peaſant, ſhe met and converſed with this after- 
Noon, in the grove. 

Ep w. (with flifled tranſport) On a peaſant in the 
grove? impoffible! 

Cu. O, Sir, with ſhame I own all that my 
friend has ſaid is true! Yet, as a declaration of 
my ſentiments, might have entailed miſery on us 
both; I had the reſolution, leaving a memorial of 
me, to fly from him and love! 

_ Evpw, Behold again, ſweet maid! the bleſt me- 
morial. ¶Hewing the ring ſhe had given bim. 

CHAR. (looking earneſtly in his face.) Amaze- 
ment! you were not ſure the peaſant ! 

Epw. Yes, my adored! and, having ſuch a 
proof of your regard, my hand, heart, fortune, 
are at your diſpoſal ! 5 
= | [ Kneeling, and kiſſiug her hang. 


Enter DoroTHY. 


Don. Oh, your honour! oh, Squire Edward! 
I thought as how it were you, had' gotten into 


this priming-iron wi” the ſtrange leady.—Such a 


to-do!—I with the leady, and you, and the leady's 
leady, and poor I, and all of us, aren't ſent to 
Jayl, and tried at next exciſes! | 

Epw. What's the matter, Dorothy? | 

Dor. Why, your honour! there be com'd a 
great officer, all bedaub'd wr gold lace, to aks 
his worſhip, your father, to grant un a warrant to 
take you all up! but where he do mean to ſet you 
down, old ſcrat and himſelf only knows! | 
r | | 8 
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Crnar. Gracious Heaven! what will this end 
in? 

MakIA. I proteſt 7 begin now to be frighten'd 
too 

Ep w. Pray, dear Madam! pray, young. gen- 
tlewoman! compoſe yourſelves; if you will confide 
in my protection, I will immediately place you in 
ſecurity, and return to the event. 

Dor. *Las-a-daify, your honour! you canno” 
budge a ſtep! they be at door by this'n but, 
don't ye be terrified, ſweet my Leady ! nor you, 
Mem ! nor you, Squire Edward! I'fe do all I 
can to help you, indeed; I run'd here before em, 
while warrant were making out, on purpoſe : 
Timothy being to ſerve it, and we being cater- 
couſins, I'ſe ſure, an I do ſpeak a good word 
for you, he won't be outrageous :—and, indeed, 

I'fe do all I can te ferve you !—By the maſs ! 
here they do come ;—pluck up a good heart now, 
ſweet my Leady 

Cu ek. Sir, I know not what to think of this; 
and muſt rely on your protection 

Epw. Be not alarm'd, I beg, Madam! I'll 
protect you with my life ! x 


Enter TimoTaY, with a conflable's flaſf, and 
warrant, 


Tin. Young *Squire Yedward nee 1 
aks pardon for my bouldneſs; but, being head- 
borough, and having a warrant, I apprehend and 
ſeize you in the King's Majeſty s name! 
moreover, and ſaving reſpect, I apprehend and 
ſeize you, my Leady !—and you, young gentle- 
woman !—and you—no! I don't ſeize no more— 
hem | 

Dok. (Aide. Bleſs us! what a fine figure our 

T imothy 
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Timothy do cut, now that he be in power if I 
warn't in ſuch a teaking, I cou'd admire his meek- 
neſs and audacity ! 

Epw. I'm aſtoniſh'd are vou ſerious, Ti- 
mothy ? apprehend and ſeize us! for what and 
by whoſe authority ? 

Tim. By your father, the worſhipful Juſtice 
Rackrent's authority; and for high-treaſon for 
aught I do kniow.—One of the King's officers 
made oath, and ſaid, he has a right to ſeize that 
lady wherever he can find her. 

Cnanr. To ſeize me! 

Tim. Yes; and he'll tell you ſo himſelf, for all 
you be ſo pratty! as ſoon as ever his worſhip, 
who is coming with him, can hobble here !— 
therefore, be adviſed by a friend, *Squire Yed- 
ward, and ha* no more to ſay to her; for, thof 
ſhe looks ſo like an angel, 'tis my belief ſhe's a 
Turkiſh ſpy ! 

Dos. 22 A ſpy !—nay, then, I be ſure I 
won't ſay one word for her, let Timothy be ne'er 
ſo outrageous; for fear I ſhou'd be taken up for 
a*compliſh ! 


Enter General FAIRLOVE, old RacxRENT, and 
FRANK. 


Gen, (as entering.) Nay, but, Sir! pray, bis 
reaſon. 

FRANK, Ay, do, landlord! 

Rack, Thou talk to me, any of you! but 


ſhew me to him! where is this bully ? this bra- 
vo? this Hector of a ſon of mine? I'll teach him 
better manners than to affront an officer ! a gene- 
ral! a generaliſſimo, for aught I can tell! how 
ſhou'd we landed and monied men be ſafe in 
the poſſeſſion of our property, without the 

| protection 


56 HEIGHO FOR A HUSBAND! 


protection of the military? I'll teach the vil- 
lain 

GEN. Nay, Sir, there's no occaſion for your 
being ſo warm; tf requeſted your aſſiſtance as a 
magiſtrate only, and juſtice ſhould always be 
cool -l am not ſo old, but I can take ſatis faction 
for perſonal injuries myſelf. 

Eo w. Nor I ſo young, Sir, but I can give 
you ſatisfaction for any injury, you may imagine 
you have reccived from me! 

Rack. Hold your tongue, ſirrah! don't dare 

to ſpeak a word more in my preſence l have 

heard the whole affair; a riot in the play-houfe, 
indeed | but, I'll put a ſtop to the play I'll 
have no more of it! 

Epw. What, Sir! would you diftreſs a whole 
community, for a caſualty, which they were in- 
nocent of? 

Rack. Hold your tongue, I ſay !—I have alſo 
heard of your being the champion of this para- 
mount-puppet ! as a puniſhment for which, I 
here declare, and J deſire all parties preſent to 
take notice of it, that I diſinherit you! I'll cut 
you off with a ſhilling, firrah ! and, that I may 
be ſure you will have no more, I'll fell my 
eſtates; and, when I die, be buried ten fathom 
under ground, and have all my money buried 
along with me! [ Exit. 

Frank. Ten fathom under ground !—egad, if 
you are buried twenty, I believe, Beelzebub will 
find you out. 

GEN. There, Madam! you hear the determi- 
nation of your protector's father :—now, will 
you prefer love and poverty with him, or eaſe 
and affluence with me? 

CAR. Sir, I cannot conceive on what pre- 
rence you ground your inſolence and, as no one 

living 
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living can have a right to controul, or detain me, 
I beg I may be permitted to leave this place, 
without farther moleſtation. (Gorng.) Come, 
Maria! 

GEN. Stay, Charlotte! 

CuARx. Hal —he knows my name! 3 

GEN. By my ſword, honour, and affection! 
I believe I have been ſo eager to recover my dear 
child, that I have not had thought enough to tell 
her, what I am certain ſhe could not know un- 
told; and, inſtead of flying to the arms of her 
fond, anxious father, perhaps ſhe has miſtaken 
me for a troubleſome, ridiculous, old lover. 

CAR. What ſaid you, Sir ?—father !—can my 
father be alive ? | | 

GEN. Ay, my ſweet girl! I am he! Gene- 
ral Fairlove, your doating, happy father! 


[ Embraces her. 
Epw. Then, I am undone! 


[ Walks up the flage deſpondingly. 
Frank. And I too, egad, for aught I know! 
he's not my turtle's father, I hope! 
[ Talks apart with MARIA. 
GEN. I1 no ſooner arrived in London, than I 
was told, that you had read in the public prints, 
an account of the ſhip I came home in being loſt ; 
and, being alſo inform'd of your abrupt depar- 
ture, having traced you to the inn you ſet out 
from, I inſtantly purſued, and have, here, hap- 
pily regain'd my darling child, my Charlotte! 
CAR. Oh, Sir! this is not a place wherein I 
can properly expreſs my filial feelings ! but, for- 
give me, I beſeech you, Sir, that ſo many years 
abſence, with the belief that you were dead, 
ſhould have made me not recognize my ever- 
honour'd parent! | 
GEN. I ſhould not have known you, dear! 
when I accoſted you ſo inconſiderately at the 


I play, 
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play, if circumſtances had not aſſured me, that 
you were my own Charlotte Fairlove. | | 

Tim. Oh, now the murder's out, Dorothy ! 
the leady's no ſpy! I ſee plain enough; and, I 
ſuppoſe, your noble honour, I may let her go a- 
bout her buſineſs? | 

GEN. You may, honeſt friend, with that for 
your pains. [ Gives him money. 

Tim. Thank your right honourable worſhip, 
kindly !—Well, Dolly, ben't I a pure fellow, 
now! and didn't I bluſter bravely ? 

Dor. Ay, that you did, Timothy! and, thof 
I fay it to your face, I ha' ſee'd many an over- 
ſeer, and churchwarden, when they were bul- 
locking of the poor, not look half ſo big. 

CAR. Your goodneſs, Sir, emboldens me to 
beg, that, however you may have reaſon to chide 
me for my late precipitate flight; as it has been 
productive of an unhappy breach between this 
young gentleman and his father, you will gra- 
ciouſly conſider him as the innocent victim of 
love and accident. 

Evw. (a/ide.) Generous creature | 

Gen. I do, my child —and, as I perceive your 
reciprocal affection, if your hand and fortune will 
atone for the loſs of his father's favour, he may 
command them. 

Ep w. Sir, I know not how to thank you for your 
noble offer! and will my charmer deign to ratify 
ſuch bounty ? | 

Cuar. More willingly than ever wretch ex- 
changed her miſery for bliſs ! 

FRANK. We have been ſilent ſpectators hither- 
to, gentlefolks, as became us; but, now that one 
match is ſo happily concluded, I believe, with my 
mother's leave, another may be made up! and in 
fewer words. What ſay you, Maria? 

Marta. Nothing. 

FRANK. 
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FRAN L. That's hardly a word at all. — Come, 
Maria! we have ſpoke plain Engliſh to one ano- 
ther, hitherto ; don't let us go about the buſh 
now. 

Mar1a. Why, then, thus it is—You have made 
pretty free with my lips, Frank; and, if I may 
judge by your preſent offer, are not diſpleaſed, 


with the ſample : here I am, juſt what I told you 


in the grove; honeſt, but poor: now, take me, 
or leave me. 

FRANK. What ſay you, mother? ſhe's a clever 
wench, faith! let me have her?. 

Mrs. Mill. And welcome, Frank !—ſhe's a 
good girl, I believe, tho” frolickſome I'll give 
you a thouſand pounds to begin the world with, 
and leave you five times as much when I die. 
GEN. Well ſaid, landlady; and, to convince 
you that you have not done amiſs ; her father, 
having repented his late harſhneſs, authoriſed me 
to aſſure her of his concurrence in whomſoever 
ſhould be her choice; adding, that they ſhall libe- 
rally partake of while he lives, and, at his death, 
inherit his entire property. 

MARIA. My dear, good, little old dad! 

FRANK. Perhaps, Maria, this may alter your 
mind ? | 

Maria. No, Frank!—I like you !—and will 


make you as good a wiſe, as if I had not brought 


you a penny. 
FRANK. Say you. ſo, my girl -—why then, hey 
for Hymen |! and, farewel inn-keeping ! we'll now 


turn gentry, mother ; and you ſhall alſo ſhortly 
turn 


Mrs. Milt. What? impudence! 
FRAN EK. Grand-mother ! 
MARIA. For ſhame, Frank! 
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60 HEIGHO FOR A HUSBAND! 


GEN. Well ſaid, young man! and, to keep you 
in countenance, old lady, my ſon-in-law looks a 
promiſe, as ſhortly to make me a grandfather. 

Evw. My preſent happineſs, Sir, is ſo com- 
plete, that it were avarice of bliſs to think of fu- 
ture felicity !|—poffeft of my charmer's hand and 
heart, tho' bleſſings may be multiplied, the tranſ- 
port of this moment can never be exceeded. 

Tru. Saving your honours” preſence, Dorothy 
and I be going to make a match on't too; and 
we'll do our beſt not to be behind hand with you, 

Dor. Yes, your honours ;—I'ſe always do my 
beſt; and be buxom at bed and board, as a good 
wife ought to be | 

Frank. Another happy couple! well ſaid ! egad, 
I believe this is Valentine's day, for all the birds 
are pairing May we be loving as ſparrows, cheer- 
ful as linnets, and conſtant as turtle-doves; and 
may the cuckoo's note, © unpleaſing to the mar- 
ried ear, be never heard by us, but as the har- 
binger of Spring. | 


THE END, 


